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CHAPTER I. 

Miss Power was reclining on a red velvet 
couch in the bedroom of an old-fashioned red 
hotel at Strasburg, and her friend Miss De 
Stancy was sitting by a window of the same 
apartment They were both rather wearied 
by a long journey of the previous day. The 
hotel overlooked the large open Kleber Platz, 
erect in the midst of which the bronze statue 
of General Kleber received the rays of a 
warm sun that was powerless to brighten 
him. The whole square, with its people and 
vehicles going to and fro as if they had 
plenty of time, was visible to Charlotte in her 
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chair ; but Paula from her horizontal position 
could see nothing below the level of the 
many-dormered housetops on the opposite 
side of the Platz. After watching this upper 
story of the city for some time' in silence, she 
asked Charlotte to hand her a binocular lying 
on the table, through which instrument she 
quietly regarded the distant roofs. 

" What strange and philosophical creatures 
storks are," she said. " They give a taciturn, 
ghostly character to the whole town." 

The birds were crossing and recrossing the 
field of the glass in their flight hither and 
thither between the Strasburg chimneys, 
their sad grey forms sharply outlined against 
the sky, and their skinny legs showing be- 
neath like the limbs of dead martyrs in Cri- 
velli's emaciated imaginings. The indiffer- 
ence of these birds to all that was going on 
beneath them impressed her: to harmonize 
with their solemn and silent movements the 
houses beneath should have been deserted, 
and grass growing in the streets. 

Behind the long roofs thus visible to Paula 
over the window-sill, with their tiers of dor- 
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mer-windows, rose the cathedral spire in airy 
openwork, forming the highest object in the 
scene ; it suggested something which for a 
long time she appeared unwilling to utter ; 
but natural instinct had its way. 

"A place like this," she said, "where he 
can study Gothic architecture, would, I should 
have thought, be a spot more congenial to 
him than Monaco." 

The person referred to was the misrepre- 
sented Somerset, whom the two had been 
gingerly discussing from time to time, allow- 
ing any casual subject, such as that of the 
storks, to interrupt the personal one at every 
two or three sentences. 

" It would be more like him to be here," 
replied Miss De Stancy, trusting her tongue 
with only the barest generalities on this 
matter. 

Somerset was again dismissed for the stork 
topic, but Paula could not let him alone ; and 
she presently resumed, as if an irresistible 
fascination compelled what judgment had 
forbidden : " The strongest-minded persons 
are sometimes caught unawares at that place, 
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if they once think they will retrieve their 
first losses ; and I am not aware that he is 
particularly strong-minded/' 

For a moment Charlotte looked at her 
with a mixed expression, in which there was 
deprecation that a woman with any feeling 
should criticise Somerset so frigidly, and 
relief that it was Paula who did so. For, 
notwithstanding her assumption that Somer- 
set could never be anything more to her than 
he was already, Charlotte's heart would oc- 
casionally step down and trouble her views so 
expressed. 

Whether looking through a glass at dis- 
tant objects enabled Paula to bottle up her 
affection for the absent one, or whether her 
friend Charlotte had so little personality in 
Paula's regard that she could commune with 
her as with a lay figure, it was certain that 
she evinced remarkable ease in speaking of 
Somerset, resuming her words about him in 
the tone of one to whom he was at most an 
ordinary professional adviser. " It would be 
very awkward for the works at the castle 
if he has got into a scrape. I suppose the 
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builders were well posted up with instruc- 
tions before he left: but he ought certainly 
to return soon. Why did he leave England 
at all just now ? " 

" Perhaps it was to see you." 

"He should have waited ; it would not 
have been so dreadfully long to May or June. 
Charlotte, how can a man who does such a 
hare-brained thing as this be deemed trust- 
worthy in an important work like that of 
rebuilding Stancy Castle ? " 

There was such stress in the inquiry that, 
whatever factitiousness had gone before, 
Charlotte perceived Paula to be at last speak- 
ing her mind ; and it seemed as if Somerset 
must have considerably lost ground in her 
opinion, or she would not have criticised him 
thus. 

"My brother will tell us full particulars 
when he comes : perhaps it is not at all as 
we suppose," said Charlotte. She strained 
her eyes across the Platz and added, "He 
ought to have been here before this time." 

While they waited and talked, Paula still 
observing the storks, the hotel omnibus came 
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round the corner from the station. " I be- 
lieve he has arrived," resumed Miss De 
Stancy ; " I see something that looks like his 
portmanteau on the top of the omnibus. . . . 
Yes ; it is his baggage. Til run down to him." 

De Stancy had obtained six weeks' addi- 
tional leave on account of his health, which 
had somewhat suffered in India. The first 
use he made of his extra time was in hasten- 
ing back to meet the travelling ladies here ^t 
Strasburg. Mr. Power and Mrs. Goodman 
were also in the hotel, and when Charlotte 
got downstairs, the former was welcoming 
De Stancy at the door. 

Paula had not seen him since he set out 
from Genoa for Nice, commissioned by her 
to deliver the hundred pounds to Somerset. 
His note, stating that he had failed to meet 
Somerset, contained no details, and she 
guessed that he would soon appear before 
her now to answer any question about that 
peculiar errand. 

Her anticipations were justified by the 
event : she had no sooner gone into the next 
sitting-room than Charlotte De Stancy ap- 



DE STANCY AND PAULA. 9 

peared and asked if her brother might come 
up. The closest observer would have been 
in doubt whether Paula's ready reply in the 
affirmative was prompted by personal con- 
sideration for De Stancy, or by a hope to 
hear more of his mission to Nice. As soon 
as she had welcomed him she reverted at 
once to the subject. 

"Yes, as I told you, he was not at the 
place of meeting," De Stancy replied. And 
taking from his pocket the bag of ready 
money he placed it intact upon the table. 

De Stancy did this with a hand that shook 
somewhat more than a long railway journey 
was adequate to account for; and in truth 
it was the vision of Dare's position which 
agitated the unhappy officer: for had that 
young man, as De Stancy feared, been tam- 
pering with Somerset's name, his fate now 
trembled in the balance; Paula would un- 
questionably and naturally invoke the aid of 
the law against him if she discovered such an 
imposition. 

"Were you punctual to the time men- 
tioned ? " she asked curiously. 
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De Stancy replied in the affirmative. 

" Did you wait long ? " she continued. 

" Not very long," he answered, his instinct 
to screen the possibly guilty one confining 
him to guarded statements, while still adher- 
ing to the literal truth. 

" Why was that ? " 

"Somebody came and told me that he 
would not appear." ' 

"Who.?" 

" A young man who has been acting as his 
clerk. His name is Dare. He informed me 
that Mr. Somerset could not keep the ap- 
pointment." 

" Why ? " 

" He had gone on to San Remo." 

" Has he been travelling with Mr. Somer- 
set ? " 

"He had been with him. They know 
each other very well. But as you commis- 
sioned me to deliver the money into no 
hands but Mr. Somerset's, I adhered strictly 
to your instructions." 

" But perhaps my instructions were not 
wise. Should it in your opinion have been 
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sent by this young man ? Was he commis- 
sioned to ask you for it ? " 

De Stancy murmured that Dare was not 
commissioned to ask for it; that upon the 
whole he deemed her instructions wise ; and 
was still of opinion that the best thing had 
been done. 

Although De Stancy was distracted be- 
tween his desire to preserve Dare from the 
consequences of folly, and a gentlemanly 
wish to keep as close to the truth as was 
compatible with that condition, his answers 
had not appeared to Paula to be particularly 
evasive, the conjuncture being one in which 
a handsome heiress's shrewdness was prone 
to overleap itself by setting down embarrass- 
ment on the part of the man she questioned 
to a mere lover s difficulty in steering between 
honour and rivalry. 

She put but one other question. " Did it 
appear as if he, Mr. Somerset, after tele- 
graphing, had— had — regretted doing so, and 
evaded the result by not keeping the appoint- 
ment ? " 

" That's just how it appears." The words. 
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which saved Dare from ignominy, cost De 
Stancy a good deal. He was sorry for 
Somerset, sorry for himself, and very sorry 
for Paula. But Dare was to De Stancy what 
Somerset could never be : and " for his kin 
that is near unto him shall a man be de- 
filed." 

After that interview Charlotte saw with 
warring impulses that Somerset slowly 
diminished in Paula's estimate ; slowly as the 
moon wanes, but as certainly. Charlotte's 
own love was of a clinging, uncritical sort, 
and though the shadowy intelligence of So- 
merset's doings weighed down her soul with 
regret, it seemed to make not the least 
difference in her affection for him. 

In the afternoon the whole party, including 
De Stancy, drove about the streets. Here 
they looked at the house in which Goethe had 
lived, and afterwards entered the cathedral. 
Observing in the south transept a crowd of 
people waiting patiently, they were reminded 
that they unwittingly stood in the presence of 
the popular clock-work of Schwilgu^. 

Mr. Power and Mrs. Goodman decided 
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that they would wait with the rest of the 
idlers and see the puppets perform at the 
striking. Charlotte also waited with them ; 
but as it wanted eight minutes to the hour, 
and as Paula had seen the show before, she 
moved on into the nave. 

Presently she found that De Stancy had 
followed. He did not come close till she, 
seeing him stand silent, said, " If it were not 
for this cathedral, I should not like the city 
at all ; and I have even seen cathedrals I like 
better. Luckily we are going on to Baden 
to-morrow." 

"Your uncle has just told me. He has 
asked me to keep you company." 

" Are you intending to ? '* said Paula, prob- 
ing the base-moulding of a pier with her 
parasol. 

" I have nothing better to do, nor indeed 
half so good," said De Stancy. " I am 
abroad for my health, you know, and what's 
like the Rhine and its neighbourhood in early 
summer, before the crowd comes ? It is 
delightful to wander about there, or anywhere, 
like a child, influenced by no fixed motive 
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more than that of keeping near some friend, 
or friends, including the one we most admire 
in the world." 

"That sounds perilously like love-making." 

" Tis love indeed." 

" Well, love is natural to men, I suppose," 
rejoined the young lady. " But you must 
love within bounds; or you will be enervated, 
and cease to be useful as a heavy arm of the 
service." 

" My dear Miss Power, your didactic and 
respectable rules won't do for me. If you 
expect straws to stop currents, you are sadly 
mistaken ! But no — let matters be : I am a 
happy, contented mortal at present, say what 
you will. . . . You don't ask why ? Perhaps 
you know. It is because all I care for in the 
world is near me, and that I shall never be 
more than a hundred yards from her as long 
as the present arrangement continues." 

"We are in a cathedral, remember. Cap- 
tain De Stancy, and should not keep up a 
secular conversation." 

" If I had never said worse in a cathedral 
than what I have said here, I should be 
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content to meet my eternal Judge without 
absolution. Your uncle asked me this morn- 
ing how I liked you." 

"Well, there was no harm in that.*' 

" How I like you ! Harm, no ; but you 
should have seen how silly I looked. Fancy 
the inadequacy of the expression when my 
whole sense is absorbed by you." 

" Men allow themselves to be made 
ridiculous by their own feelings in an incon- 
ceivable way." 

" True, I am a fool ; but forgive me," he 
rejoined, observing her gaze, which wan- 
dered critically from roof to clerestory, and 
then to the pillars, without once lighting on 
him. "Don't mind saying yes. — You look 
at this thing and that thing, but you never 
look at me, though I stand here and see 
nothing but you." 

" There, the clock is striking — ^and the cock 
crows. Please go across to the transept and 
tell them to come out this way." 

De Stancy went. When he had gone a few 
steps he turned his head. She had at last 
ceased to, study the architecture, and was 
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looking at him. Perhaps his words had 
struck her, for it seemed at that moment as if 
he read in her bright eyes a genuine interest 
in him and his fortunes. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Next day they went on to Baden. De 
Stancy was beginning to cultivate the passion 
of love even more as an escape from the 
gloomy relations of his life than as matri- 
monial strategy. Paula's juxtaposition had 
the attribute of making him forget everything 
in his own history. She was a magic altera- 
tive ; and the most foolish boyish shape into 
which he could throw his feelings for her was 
in this respect to be aimed at as the act of 
highest wisdom. 

Hence he supplemented the natural warmth 
of feeling that she had wrought in him by 
every artificial means in his power, to make 
the distraction the morie complete. He had 
not known anything like this self-obscuration 
for a dozen years, and when he conjectured 
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that she might really learn to love him he felt 
exalted in his own eyes and purified from the 
dross of his former life. Such uneasiness of 
conscience as arose when he suddenly ren^em- 
bered Dare, and the possibility that Somerset 
was getting ousted unfairly, had its weight in 
depressing him ; but he was inclined to accept 
his fortune without much question. 

The journey to Baden, though short, was 
not without incidents on which he could work 
out this curious hobby of cultivating to 
superlative power an already positive passion. 
Handing her in and out of the carriage, 
accidentally getting brushed by her dress ; of 
all such as this he made available fuel. 
Paula, though she might have guessed the 
general nature of what was going on, seemed 
unconscious of the refinements he was trying 
to throw into it, and sometimes, when in 
stepping into or from a railway carriage she 
unavoidably put her hand upon his arm, the 
obvious insignificance she attached to the 
action struck him with misgiving. 

One of the first things they did at Baden 
was to stroll into the Trink-halle, where 
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Paula sipped the water. She was about to 
put down the glass, when De Stancy quickly 
took it from her hands as though to make use 
of it himself 

" Oh, if that is what you mean," she said 
mischievously, "you should have noticed the 
exact spot. It was there." She put her 
finger on a particular portion of its edge. 

** You ought not to act like that, unless 
you mean something, Miss Power," he replied 
gravely. 

" Tell me more plainly." 

'* I mean, you should not do things which 
excite my heart to the hope that you care 
something for me, unless you really do." 

" I put my finger on the edge and said it 
was there." 

" Meaning, ' It was there my lips touched ; 
let yours do the same.' " 

''The latter part I wholly deny," she 
answered, with disregard, after which she 
went away, and kept between Charlotte and 
her aunt for the rest of the afternoon. 

Since the receipt of the telegraphic mes- 
sage Paula had been frequently silent ; she 
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frequently stayed in alone, and sometimes she 
became quite gloomy — an altogether unpre- 
cedented phase for her. This was the case 
on the morning after the incident in the 
Trink-halle. Not to intrude on her, Charlotte 
walked about the landings of the sunny white 
hotel in which they had taken up their 
quarters, went down into the court, and 
petted the tortoises that were creeping about 
there among the flowers and plants ; till at 
last, on going to her friend, she caught her 
reading some old letters of Somerset's. 

Paula made no secret of them, and Miss 
De Stancy could see that more than half were 
written on blue paper, with diagrams amid 
the writing : they were, in fact, simply those 
sheets of his letters which related to the 
rebuilding. Nevertheless, Charlotte fancied 
she had caught Paula in a senti mental mood ; 
and doubtless could Somerset have walked in 
at this moment instead of Charlotte it might 
have fared well with him, so insidiously do 
tender memories reassert themselves in the 
face of outward mishaps. 

They took a short drive down the Lich- 
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tenthal road and into the forest, De Stancy 
and Abner Power riding on horseback along-, 
side. The sun streamed yellow behind their 
backs as they wound up the long inclines, 
lighting the red trunks, and even the blue- 
black foliage itself The summer had already 
made impression upon that mass of uniform 
colour by tipping every twig with a tiny 
sprout of virescent yellow ; while the minute 
sounds which issued from the forest revealed 
that the apparently still place was becoming 
a perfect reservoir of insect life, 

Abner Power was quite sentimental that 
day. " In such places as these," he said, as 
he rode alongside Mrs. Goodman, "nature's 
powers in the multiplication of one type 
strike me as much as the grandeur of the 
mass." 

Mrs. Goodman agreed with him, and 
Paula said, " The foliage forms the roof of 
an interminable green crypt, the pillars being 
the trunks, and the vault the interlacing 
boughs." 

" It is a fine place in a thunderstorm," 
said De Stancy. " I am not an enthusiast. 
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but to see the lightning spring hither and 
thither, like lazy-tongs, bristling, and striking,, 
and vanishing, is rather impressive." 

" It must be indeed," said Paula. 

** And in the winter winds these pines sigh 
like ten thousand spirits in trouble." 

" Indeed they must," said Paula. 

"At the same time I know a little fir- 
plantation, about a mile square, not far from 
Markton," said De Stancy, "which is pre- 
cisely like this in miniature, — stems, colours, 
slopes, winds, and all. If we were to go- 
there any time with a highly magnifying pair 
of spectacles it would look as fine as this — 
and save a deal of travelling." 

" I know the place, and I agree with you," 
said Paula. 

"You agree with me on all subjects but 
one," he presently observed, in a voice not 
intended to reach the others. 

Paula looked at him, but was silent 

Onward and upward they went, the same, 
pattern and colour of tree repeating them- 
selves endlessly, till in a couple of hours they 
reached the castle hill which was to be the 
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end of their journey, and beheld stretched 
beneath them the valley of the Murg. They 
alighted and entered the fortress. 

"What did you mean by that look of kind- 
ness you bestowed upon me just now, when 
I said you agreed with me on all subjects but 
one ? " asked De Stancy half humorously, as 
he held open a little door for her, the others 
having gone ahead. 

" I meant, I suppose, that I was much 
obliged to you for not requiring agreement 
on that one subject," she said, passing on. 

"Not more than that?" said De Stancy, 
as he followed her. " But whenever I in- 
voluntarily express towards you sentiments 
that there can be no mistaking, you seem 
truly compassionate." 

" If I seem so, I feel so." 

" If you mean no more than mere com- 
passion, I wish you would show nothing at 
all, for your mistaken kindness is only pre- 
paring more misery for me than I should 
have if let alone to suffer without mercy." 

" I implore you to be quiet, Captain De 
Stancy ! Leave me, and look out of the 
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Window at the view here, or at the pictures, 
or at the armour, or whatever it is we are 
come to see." 

"Very well. But pray don't extract amuse- 
ment from my harmless remarks. Such as 
they are I mean them." 

She stopped him by changing the subject, 
for they had entered an octagonal chamber 
on the first floor, presumably full of pictures 
and curiosities ; but the shutters were closed, 
and only stray beams of light gleamed in to 
suggest what was there. 

" Can't somebody open the windows ? " 
said Paula. 

" The attendant is about to do it," said 
her uncle ; and as he spoke the shutters to 
the east were flung back, and one of the 
loveliest views in the forest disclosed itself 
outside. 

Some of them stepped out upon the 
balcony. The river lay along the bottom 
of the valley, irradiated with a silver shine. 
Little rafts of pinewood floated on its surface 
like tiny splinters, the men who steered them 
not appearing larger than ants. 
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Paula stood on the balcony, looking for a 
few minutes upon the sight, and then came 
again into the shadowy room, where De 
Stancy had remained. While the rest were 
still outside she resumed : " You must not 
suppose that I shrink from the subject you so 
persistently bring before me. I respect deep 
affection — you know I do ; but for me to say 
that I have any such for you, of the particular 
sort you only will be satisfied with, would be 
absurd. I don't feel it, and therefore there 
can be nothing between us. One would 
think it would be better to feel kindly 
towards you than to feel nothing at all. But 
if you object to that Til try to feel no- 
thing." 

*' I don't really object to your sympathy," 
said De Stancy, rather struck by her serious- 
ness. " But it is very saddening to think 
you can feel nothing more." 

"It must be so, since I can feel no more," 
she decisively replied, adding, as she dropped 
her seriousness : "You must pray for strength 
to get over it" 

" One thing I shall never pray for ; to see 
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you give yourself to another man. But I 
suppose I shall witness that some day." 

" You may," she gravely returned. 

^* You have no doubt chosen him already/' 
cried the captain bitterly. 

" No, Captain De Stancy," she said shortly, 
a faint involuntary blush coming into her face 
as she guessed his allusion. 

This, and a few glances round at the 
pictures and curiosities, completed their sur- 
vey of the castle. De Stancy knew better 
than to. trouble her further that day with 
special remarks. During the return journey 
he rode ahead with Mr. Power and she saw 
no more of him. 

She would have been astonished had she 
heard the conversation of the two gentlemen 
as they wound gently downwards through 
the trees. 

"As far as I am concerned," Captain De 
Stapcy s companion was saying, " nothing 
would give me more unfeigned delight than 
that you should persevere and win her. But 
you must understand that I have no authority 
over her — nothing more than the natural in- 
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fluence that arises from my being her fatlier's 
brother." 

" And for exercising that much, whatever 
it may be, in my favour, I thank you heartily,'^ 
said De Stancy. " But I am coming to the 
conclusion that it is useless to press her 
further. She is right: I am not the man 
for her. I am too old, and too poor ; and 
I must put up as well as I can with her loss 
— drown her image in old Falernian till I 
embark in Charon's boat for good ! — Really^ 
if I had the industry I could write some good 
Horatian verses on my unauspicious situa- 
tion ! . . . Ah, well ; — in this way I affect 
levity over my troubles; but in plain truth 
my life will not be the brightest without 
her." 

" Don't be down-hearted ! You are too — 
too gentlemanly, De Stancy, in this matter 
— you are too soon put off — you should have 
a touch of the canvasser about you in ap- 
proaching her ; and not stick at things. You 
have my hearty invitation to travel with us 
all the way till we cross to England, and 
there will be heaps of opportunities as we 
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wander on. Til keep a slow pace to give 
you time." 

"You are very good, my friend! Well, 
I will try again. I am full of doubt and 
indecision, mind, but at present I feel that 
I will try again. There is, I suppose, a 
slight possibility of something or other turn- 
ing up in my favour, if it is true that the 
unexpected always happens — ^for I foresee 
no chance whatever. . . . Which way do we 
gO' when we leave here to-morrow ? " 

" To Carlsruhe, she says, if the rest of us 
have no objection." 

" Carlsruhe, then, let it be, with all my 
heart ; or anywhere." 

To Carlsruhe they went next day, after a 
night of soft rain which brought up a warm 
steam from the Schwarzwald valleys, and 
caused the young tufts and grasses to swell 
visibly in a few hours. After the Baden 
slopes the flat thoroughfares of *' Charles's 
Rest" seemed somewhat uninteresting, though 
a busy fair which was proceeding in the 
streets created a quaint and unexpected 
liveliness. On reaching the old-fashioned 
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inn In the Lange-Strasse that they had fixed 
on, the women of the party betook them- 
selves to their rooms, and showed little 
inclination to see more of the world that 
day than could be gleaned from the hotel 
windows. 
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CHAPTER III. 

While the malignant tongues had been 
playing havoc with Somerset's fame in the 
ears of Paula and her companion, the young 
man himself was proceeding partly by rail, 
partly on foot, below and amid the olive-clad 
hills, vineyards, carob groves, and lemon 
gardens of the Mediterranean shores. Ar- 
rived at San Remo he wrote to Nice to 
inquire for letters, and such as had come 
were duly forwarded ; but not one of them 
was from Paula. This broke down his 
resolution to hold off, and he hastened directly 
to Genoa, regretting that he had not taken 
this step when he first heard that she was 
there. 

Something in the very aspect of the marble 
halls of that city, which at any other time he 
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would have liked to linger over, whispered to 
him that the bird had flown ; and inquiry 
confirmed the fancy. Nevertheless, the archi- 
tectural beauties of the vast palace-bordered 
street, looking as if mountains of marble 
must have been levelled to supply the ma- 

* 

terials for constructing it, detained him there 
two days : or rather a feat of resolution, by 
which he set himself to withstand the drag- 
chain of Paula's influence, was operative for 
that space of time. 

At the end of it he moved onward. There 
was no difficulty in discovering their track 
northwards; and feeling that he might as 
well return to England by the Rhine route 
as by any other, he followed in the course 
they had chosen, getting scent of them in 
Strasburg, missing them at Baden by a day, 
and finally overtaking them at Carlsruhe, 
which town he reached on the morning after 
the Power and De Stancy party had taken 
up their quarters at the ancient inn above 
mentioned. 

When Somerset was about to get out of 
the train at this place, little dreaming what a 
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meaning the word Carlsruhe would have for 
him in subsequent years, he was disagreeably 
surprised to see no other than Dare stepping 
out of the adjoining carriage. A new brown 
leather valise in one of his hands, a new 
umbrella in the other, and a new suit of 
fashionable clothes on his back, seemed to 
denote considerable improvement in the 
young man's fortunes. Somerset was so 
struck by the phenomenal circumstance of 
his being on this spot that he almost missed 
his opportunity for alighting. 

Dare meanwhile had moved on without 
seeing his former employer, and Somerset 
resolved to take the chance that offered, and 
let him go. There was something so mys- 
terious in their common presence simul- 
taneously at one place, five hundred miles 
from where they had last met, that he ex- 
hausted conjecture on whether Dare's errand 
this way could have anything to do with his 
own, or whether their juxtaposition a second 
time was the result of pure accident. Greatly 
as he would have liked to get this answered 
by a direct question to Dare himself, he did 
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not counteract his first instinct, and remained 
unseen. 

They went out in different directions, when 
Somerset for the first time remembered that, 
in learning at Baden that the party had flitted 
towards Carlsruhe, he had taken no care to 
ascertain the name of the hotel they were 
bound for. Carlsruhe was not a large place 
and the point was immaterial, but the omis- 
sion would necessitate a little inquiry. To 
follow Dare on the chance of his having fixed 
upon the same quarters was a course which 
did not commend itself. He resolved to get 
some lunch before proceeding with his busi- 
ness — or fatuity — of discovering the elusive 
lady, and drove off" to a neighbouring tavern, 
which did not happen to be, as he hoped it 
might, the one chosen by those who had pre- 
ceded him. 

Meanwhile Dare, previously master of 
their plans, went straight to the house which 
sheltered them, and on entering under the 
archway from the Lange-Strasse was saved 
the trouble of inquiring for Captain De 
Stancy by seeing him drinking bitters at a 

VOL. III. D 
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little table in the court. Had Somerset 
chosen this inn for his quarters instead of the 
one in the Market-Place which he actually 
did choose, the three must inevitably have 
met here at this moment, with some possibly 
striking dramatic results ; though what they 
would have been remains for ever hidden in 
the darkness of the unfulfilled. 

De Stancy jumped up from his chair, and 
went forward to the new-comer. '* You are 
not long behind us, then," he said, with 
lacpnic disquietude. " I thought you were 
going straight home ? " 

" I was," said Dare, " but I have been 
blessed with what I may call a small com- 
petency since I saw you last. Of the two 
hundred francs you gave me I risked fifty at 
the tables, and I have multiplied them, how 
many times do you think ? More than four 
hundred times." 

De Stancy immediately looked grave. " I 
wish you had lost them," he said, with as 
much feeling as could be shown in a place 
where strangers were hovering near. 

" Nonsense, captain ! I have proceeded 
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purely on a calculation of chances ; and my 
calculations proved as true as I expected, 
notwithstanding a little in-and-out luck at 
first. Witness this as the result." He 
smacked his bag with his umbrella, and the 
chink of money resounded from within. 
" Just feel the weight of it ! " 

" It is not necessary. TU take your word." 
" Shall I lend you five pounds ? " 
" God forbid ! As if that would repay me 
for what you have cost me ! But come, let s 
get out of this place to where we can talk 
more freely." He put his hand through the 
young man's arm, and led him round the 
corner of the hotel towards the Schloss-Platz. 
" These runs of luck will be your ruin, as 
I have told you before," continued Captain 
De Stancy. " You will be for repeating and 
repeating your experiments* and will end by 
blowing your brains out, as wiser heads than 
yours have done. I am glad you have come 
away, at any rate. Why did you travel this 
way ? " 

" Simply because I could afford it, of 
course. — But come, captain, something has 
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ruffled you to-day. I thought you did not 
look in the best temper the moment I saw 
you. Every sip you took of your pick-up as 
you sat there showed me something was 
wrong. Tell your worry ! " 

" Pooh — I can tell you in two words," said 
the captain, satirically. " Your arrangement 
for my wealth and happiness — for I suppose 
you still claim it to be yours — has fallen 
through. The lady has announced to-day 
that she means to send for Somerset in- 
stantly. She is coming to a personal expla- 
nation with him. So woe to me — ^and in 
another sense, woe to you, as I have reason 
to fear, though I have hoped otherwise." 

" Send for him ! " said Dare, with the still- 
ness of complete abstraction. " Then he'll 
come." 

" Well," said De Stancy, looking him in the 
face. " And does it make you feel you had 
better be off? How about that telegram? 
Did he ask you to send it, or did he not ? " 

" One minute, or I shall be up such a tree 
as nobody ever saw the like of." 

"Then what did you come here for?" 
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burst out De Stancy. " 'Tis my belief you 

are no more than a . But I won't call 

you names ; Til tell you quite plainly that if 
there is anything wrong in that message to 
her — which I believe there is — no, I can't 
believe, though I fear it — ^you have the 
chance of appearing in drab clothes at the 
exp^ise of the Government before the year 
is out, and I of being eternally disgraced ! *' 

" No, captain, you won't be disgraced. I 
am bad to beat, I can tell you. And come 
the worst luck, I don't say a word." 

" But those letters pricked in your skin 
would say a good deal, it strikes me." 

" What ! would they strip me ? — but it is 
not coming to that Look here, now, I'll tell 
you the truth for once ; though you don't 
believe me capable of it. I did concoct that 
telegram — and sent it; just as a practical 
joke ; and many a worse one has been only 
laughed at by honest men and officers. I 
could show you a bigger joke still — a joke of 
jokes — on the same individual." 

Dare as he spoke put his hand into his 
breast-pocket, as if the said joke lay there ; 
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but after a moment he withdrew his hand 
empty, as he continued : 

" Having invented it I have done enough ; 
I was going to explain it to you, that you 
might carry it out. But you are so serious, 
that I will leave it alone. My second joke 
shall die with me." 

"So much the better," said De Stancy. 
" I don't like your jokes, even though they 
are not directed against myself. They ex- 
press a kind of humour which does not suit 
me. 

" You may have reason to alter your 
mind," said Dare carelessly. " Your success 
with your lady may depend on it. The truth 
is, captain, we aristocrats must not take too 
high a tone. Our days as an independent 
division of society, which holds aloof from 
other sections, are past. This has been my 
argument (in spite of my strong Norman feel- 
ings) ever since I broached the subject of 
your marrying this girl, who represents both 
intellect and wealth — all, in fact, except the 
historical prestige that you represent. And 
we mustn't flinch at things. The case is 
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even more pressing than, ordinary cases — 
owing to the odd fact that the representative 
of the new blood who has come in our way 
actually lives in your pWn old house, and 
owns your own old lands. The ordinary 
reason for such alliances is quintupled in our 
case. Do then just think and be reasonable, 
before you talk tall about not liking my 
jokes, and all that. Beggars mustn't be 
choosers." 

" There's really much reason in your argu- 
ment," said De Stancy, with a bitter laugh ; 
*• and my own heart argues much the same 
way. But, leaving me to take care of my 
aristocratic self, I advise your aristocratic self 
to slip off at once to England like any hang- 
gallows dog; and if Somerset is here, and 
you have been doing wrong in his name, 
and it all comes out. Til try to save you, as 
far as an honest man can. If you have done 
no wrong, of course there is no fear ; though 
I should be obliged by your going home- 
ward as quickly as possible, as being better 
both for you and for me. . . . Hullo — 
Damnation ! " 
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They had reached one side of the Schloss- 
Platz, nobody apparently being near them 
save a sentinel who was on duty before the 
Palace ; but turning as he spoke, De Stancy 
beheld a group consisting of his sister, Paula, 
and Mr. Power, strolling across the square 
towards them. 

It was impossible to escape their observa- 
tion, and putting a bold front upon it, De 
Stancy advanced with Dare at his side, till 
in a few moments the two parties met, Paula 
and Charlotte recognising Dare at once as 
the young man who assisted at the castle. 

" I have met my young photographer," 
said De Stancy, cheerily. "What a small 
world it is, as every busybody truly observes ! 
I am wishing he could take some views for 
us as we go on ; but you have no apparatus 
with you, I suppose, Mr. Dare ? " 

" I have not, sir, I am sorry to say," replied 
Dare respectfully. 

" You could get one, I suppose ? " asked 
Paula of the interesting young photographer. 

Dare declared that it would be not im- 
possible : whereupon De Stancy said that it 
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was only a passing thought of his ; and in a 
few minutes the two parties again separated, 
going their several ways. 

"That was awkward," said De Stancy, 
trembling with excitement. " I would advise 
you to keep further off in future." 

Dare said thoughtfully that he would be 
careful, adding, '* She is a prize for any man, 
indeed, leaving alone the substantial pos- 
sessions behind her ! Now was I too enthu- 
siastic ? Was I a fool for urging you on ? " 

"Wait till success justifies the undertaking. 
In case of failure it will have been anything 
but wise. It is no light matter to have a 
carefully preserved repose broken in upon 
for nothing — a repose that could never be 
restored ! " 

They walked down the Carl-Friedrichs- 
Strasse to the Margrave's Pyramid, and back 
to the hotel, where Dare also decided to take 
up his stay. De Stancy left him with the 
book-keeper at the desk, and went upstairs 
to see if the ladies had returned. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

He found them in their sitting-rooin with 
their bonnets on, as if they had just come in. 
Mr. Power was also present, reading a news- 
paper, but Mrs. Goodman had gone out to a 
neighbouring shop, in the windows of which 
she had seen something which attracted her 
fancy. 

When De Stancy entered, Paula's thoughts 
seemed to revert to Dare, for almost at once 
she asked him in what direction the youth 
was travelling. With some hesitation De 
Stancy replied that he believed Mr. Dare 
was returning to England after a spring trip 
for the improvement of his mind. 

"A very praiseworthy thing to do," said 
Paula. " What places has he visited ? " 

" Those which afford opportunities for the 



DE STANCY AND PAULA. 43 

Study of the old masters, I believe," said De 
Stancy, blandly. "He has also been to 
Turin, Genoa, Marseilles, and so on." The 
captain spoke the more readily to her ques- 
tioning in that he divined her words to be 
dictated, not by any suspicions of his relations 
with Dare, but by her knowledge of Dare as 
the draughtsman employed by Somerset. 

"Has he been to Nice ? " she next de- 
manded. " Did he go there in the company 
of my architect ? " 

" I think not." 

" Has he seen anything of him ? My 
architect Somerset once employed him. 
They know each other." 

" I think he saw Somerset for a short 
time." 

Paula was silent. " Do you know where 
this young man Dare is at the present 
moment ? " she asked quickly. 

De Stancy said that Dare was staying at 
the same hotel with themselves, and that he 
believed he was downstairs. 

" I think I can do no better than send for 
him," said she. "He may be able to throw 
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some light upon the matter of that tele- 
gram/* 

She rang and despatched the waiter for 
the young man in question, De Stancy 
almost visibly trembling for the result. But 
he opened the town directory which was 
lying on a table, and affected to be engrossed 
in the names. 

Before Dare was shown in she said to her 
uncle, " Perhaps you will speak to him for 
me?" 

Mr. Power, looking up from the paper he 
was reading, assented to her proposition. 
Dare appeared in the doorway, and the 
waiter retired. Dare seemed a trifle startled 
out of his usual coolness, the message having 
evidently been unexpected, and he came 
forward somewhat uneasily. 

" Mr. Dare, we are anxious to know some- 
thing of Miss Power's architect ; and Captain 
De Stancy tells us you have seen him lately," 
said Mr. Power sonorously over the edge of 
his newspaper. 

Not knowing whether danger menaced or 
no, or, if it menaced, from what quarter it 
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was to be expected, Dare felt that honesty 
was as good as anything else for him, and 
replied boldly that he had seen Mr. Somerset, 
De Stancy continuing to cream and mantle 
almost visibly, in anxiety at the situation of 
the speaker. 

" And where did you see him ? " continued 
Mr. Power. 
"In the Casino at Monte Carlo." 
" How long did you see him ? " 
" Only for half an hour. I left him there." 
Paula's interest got the better of her 
reserve, and she cut in upon her uncle: 
" Did he seem in any unusual state, or in 
trouble ? " 

" He was rather excited," said Dare. 
" And can you remember when that was ? " 
Dare considered, looked at his pocket- 
book, and said that it was on the evening of 
April the twenty-second. 

The answer had a significance for Paula, 
De Stancy, and Charlotte, to which Abner 
Power was a stranger. The telegraphic 
request for money, which had been kept a 
secret from him by his niece, because of his 
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already unfriendly tone towards Somerset, 
arrived on the morning of the twenty-third 
— a date which neighboured with painfully 
suggestive nicety that now given by Dare. 

She seemed to be silenced, and asked no 
more questions. Dare having furbished him- 
self up to a gentlemanly appearance with 
some of his recent winnings, was invited to 
stay on awhile by Paula's uncle, who, as 
became a travelled man, was not fastidious 
as to company. Being a youth of the world, 
Dare made himself agreeable to that gentle- 
man, and afterwards tried to do the same 
with Miss De Stancy. At this the captain, 
to whom the situation for some time had 
been amazingly uncomfortable, pleaded some 
excuse for going out, and left the room. 

Dare continued his endeavours to say a 
few polite nothings to Charlotte De Stancy, 
in the course of which he drew from his 
pocket his new silk handkerchief. By some 
chance a card came out with the handker- 
chief, and fluttered downwards. His mo- 
mentary instinct was to make a grasp at the 
card and conceal it : but it had already 
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tumbled to the floor, where it lay face upward 
beside Charlotte De Stancy s chair. 

It was neither a visiting nor a playing 
card, but one bearing a photographic portrait 
of a peculiar nature. It was what Dare had 
characterised as his best joke of all in speak- 
ing on the subject to Captain De Stancy ; he 
had in the morning put it ready in his pocket 
to give to the captain, and had in fact held 
it in waiting between his finger and thumb 
while talking to him in the Platz, meaning 
that he should make use of it against his 
rival whenever convenient. But his sharp 
conversation with that officer had dulled his 
zest for this final joke at Somerset's ex- 
pense, had at least shown him that De 
Stancy would not adopt the joke by accept- 
ing the photograph and using it himself, and 
determined him to lay it aside till a more 
convenient season. So fully had he made 
up his mind on this course, that when the 
photograph slipped out he did not perceive 
the appositeness of the circumstance, in 
putting into his own hands the rdle he had 
intended for De Stancy, till after a moment's 
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reflection ; though in an after-controversy on 
the incident it was asserted that the whole 
scene was deliberately planned. However, 
once having seen the accident, he seemed 
resolved to take the current as it served, and, 
smiling imperceptibly, waited events with 
cheerful inanition. 

The card having fallen beside her, Miss 
De Stancy glanced over it, which indeed she 
could not help doing. The smile that had 
previously hung upon her lips was arrested 
as if by frost : and she involuntarily uttered 
a little distressed cry of " Oh ! " like one in 
bodily pain. 

Paula, who had been talking to her uncle 
during this interlude, started round, and 
wondering what had happened, inquiringly 
crossed the room to poor Charlotte's side, 
asking her what was the matter. Charlotte 
had regained self-possession, though not 
enough to enable her to reply, and Paula 
asked her a second time what had made her 
exclaim like that. Miss De Stancy still 
seemed confused, whereupon Paula noticed 
that her eyes were continually drawn as by 
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fascination towards the photograph on the 
floor, which, contrary to his first impulse, 
Dare, as has been said, now seemed in no 
hurry to regain. Surmising at last that the 
card, whatever it was, had something to do 
with the exclamation, Paula picked it up. 

It was a portrait of Somerset ; but by a 
device known in photography the operator, 
though contriving to produce what seemed to 
be a perfect likeness, had given it the dis- 
torted features and wild attitude of a man 
advanced in intoxication. No woman, unless 
specially cognisant of such possibilities, could 
have looked upon it and doubted that the 
photograph was a genuine illustration of a 
customary phase in the young man's private 
life. 

Paula observed it, thoroughly took it in ; 
but the effect upon her was by no means 
clear. Charlotte's eyes at once forsook the 
portrait to dwell on Paula's face. It paled 
a little, and this was followed by a hot blush 
— perceptibly a blush of shame. That was 
all. She flung the picture down on the table, 
and moved away. 

VOL. IIL E 
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It was now Mr. Power's turn. Antici- 
pating Dare, who was advancing with a depre- 
catory look to seize the photograph, he also 
grasped it. When he saw whom it repre- 
sented he seemed both amused and startled, 
and after scanning it a while handed it to the 
young man with a queer smile. 

" I am very sorry," began Dare, in a low 
voice to Mr. Power. " I fear I was to blame 
for thoughtlessness in not destroying it. But 
I thought it was rather funny that a man 
should permit such a thing to be done, and 
that the humour would redeem the offence." 

"In you, for purchasing it," said Paula, 
with haughty quickness from the other side 
of the room. " Though probably his friends, 
if he has any, would say not in him." 

There was silence in the room after this, 
and Dare, finding himself rather in the way, 
took his leave as unostentatiously as a cat 
that has upset the family china, though he 
continued to say among his apologies that he 
was not aware Mr. Somerset was a personal 
friend of the ladies. 

Of all the thoughts which filled the minds 
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of Paula and Charlotte De Stancy, the 
thought that the photograph might have 
been a fabrication was probably the last. 
To them that picture of Somerset had all 
the cogency of direct vision. Paula's ex- 
perience, much less Charlotte's, had never 
lain in the fields of heliographic science, and 
th^y would as soon have thought that the 
sun could again stand still upon Gibeon, as 
that it could be made to falsify men's cha- 
racters in delineating their features. What 
Abner Power thought he himself best knew. 
He might have seen such pictures before ; or 
he might never have heard of them. 

While pretending to resume his reading he 
closely observed Paula, as did also Charlotte 
De Stancy; but thanks to the self-manage- 
ment which was Miss Power's as much by 
nature as by art, she dissembled whatever 
emotion was in her. 

"It is a pity a professional man should 
make himself so ludicrous," she said with 
such careless intonation that it was almost 
impossible, even for Charlotte, who knew her 
so well, to believe her indifference feigned. 
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" Yes," said Mr. Power, since Charlotte 
did not speak : '* it is what I scarcely should 
have expected." 

" Oh, I am not surprised ! " said Paula 
quickly. " You don't know all." The in- 
ference was, indeed, inevitable that if her 
uncle were made aware of the telegram he 
would see nothing unlikely in the picture. 
" Well, you are very silent!" continued Paula, 
petulantly, when she found that nobody went 
on talking. '* What made you cry out * Oh,' 
Charlotte, when Mr. Dare dropped that 
horrid photograph ? " 

'* I don't know ; I suppose it frightened 
me," stammered the girl. 

"It was a stupid fuss to make before such 
a person. One would think you were in love 
with Mr. Somerset." 

** What did you say, Paula ? " inquired her 
uncle, looking up from the newspaper which 
he had again resumed. 

" Nothing, Uncle Abner." She walked to 
the window, and, as if to tide over what was 
plainly passing in their minds about her, she 
began to make remarks on objects in the 
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Street. " What a quaint being — look, Char- 
lotte ! " It was an old woman sitting by a 
stall on the opposite side of the way, which 
seemed suddenly to hit Paula's sense of the 
humorous, though beyond the fact that the 
dame was old and poor, and wore a white 
handkerchief over her head, there was really 
nothing noteworthy about her. 

Paula seemed to be more hurt by what the 
silence of her companions implied — a sus- 
picion that the discovery of Somerset's de- 
pravity was wounding her heart — than by the 
wound itself. The ostensible ease with 
which she drew them into a bye conversation 
had perhaps the defect of proving too much : 
though her tacit contention that no love was 
in question was not incredible on the sup- 
position that affronted pride alone caused her 
embarrassment. The chief symptom of her 
heart being really tender towards Somerset 
consisted in her apparent blindness to Char- 
lotte s secret, so obviously suggested by her 
momentary agitation. 
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CHAPTER V. 

And where was the subject of their condem- 
natory opinions all this while ? Having 
secured a room at his inn, he came forth to 
complete the discovery of his dear mistress's 
halting-place without delay. After one or 
two inquiries he ascertained where such a 
party of English were staying ; and arriving 
at the hotel, knew at once that he had 
tracked them to earth by seeing the heavier 
portion of the Power luggage confronting 
him in the hall. He sent up intelligence of 
his presence, and awaited her reply with a 
beating heart. 

In the meanwhile Dare, descending from 
his pernicious interview with Paula and the 
rest, had descried Captain De Stancy in the 
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public drawing-room, and entered to him 
forthwith. It was while they were here 
together that Somerset passed the door and 
sent up his name to Paula. 

The incident at the railway station was 
now reversed, Somerset being the observed 
of Dare, as Dare had then been the observed 
of Somerset. Immediately on sight of him 
Dare showed real alarm. He had imagined 
that Somerset would eventually impinge on 
Paula's route, but he had scarcely expected 
it yet ; and the architect s sudden appearance 
led Dare to ask himself the ominous question 
whether Somerset had discovered his tele- 
graphic trick, and was in the mood for prompt 
measures. 

** There is no more for me to do here," 
said the boy-man hastily to De Stancy. 
" Miss Power does not wish to ask me any 
more questions. I may as well proceed on 
my way, as you advised." 

De Stancy, who had also gazed with dis- 
may at Somerset's passing figure, though 
with dismay of another sort, was recalled 
from his vexation by Dare's remarks, and 
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turning upon him he said sharply, "Well 
may you be in such a hurry all of a sudden ! " 

" True, I am superfluous now." 

" You have been doing a foolish thing, and 
you must suffer its inconveniences. — Will, I 
am sorry for one thing; I am sorry I ever 
owned you ; for you are not a lad to my mind. 
You have disappointed me — disappointed me 
almost beyond endurance." 

" I have acted according to my illumina- 
tion. What can you expect of a man born to 
dishonoujr ? " 

** That's mere speciousness. Before you 
knew anything of me, and while you thought 
you were the child of poverty on both sides, 
you were well enough ; but ever since you 
thought you were more than that, you have 
led a life which is intolerable. What has 
become of your plan of alliance between the 
De Stancys and the Powers now ? The man 
is gone upstairs who can overthrow it all." 

"If the man had not gone upstairs, you 
wouldn't have complained of my nature or 
my plans," said Dare, dryly. " If I mistake 
not, he will come down again with the flea in 
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his ear. However, I have done ; my play is 
played out. All the rest remains with you. 
But, captain, grant me this! If. when I am 
gone this difficulty should vanish, and things 
should go well with you, and your suit should 
prosper, will you think of him, bad as he is, 
who first put you on the track of such 
happiness, and let him know it was not done 
in vain r 

" I will," said De Stancy. " Promise me 
that you will be a better boy ? " 

" Very well — as soon as ever I can afford 
it. Now I am up and away, when I have 
explained to them that I shall not require my 
room." 

Dare fetched his bag, touched his hat with 
his umbrella to the captain, and went out of 
the hotel archway. De Stancy sat down in 
the stuffy drawing-room, and wondered what 
other ironies time had in store for him. 

A waiter in the interim had announced 
Somerset to the group upstairs. Paula 
started as much as Charlotte at hearing the 
name, and Abner Power stared at them both. 

" If Mr. Somerset wishes to see me on 
business y show him in," said Paula. 
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In a few seconds the door was thrown open 
for Somerset On receipt of the pointed 
message he.guessed that a change had come. 
Time, absence, ambition, her uncle's influence, 
and a new wooer, seemed to account sufifi- 
ciently well for that change, and he accepted 
his fate. But from a stoical instinct to show 
that he could regard her vicissitudes with the 
equanimity that became a man ; a desire to 
ease her mind of any fear she might entertain 
that his connection with her past would 
render him troublesome in future, induced 
him to accept her permission, and see the act 
to the end. 

" How do you do, Mr. Somerset ? " said 
Abner Power, with sardonic geniality : he 
had been far enough about the world not to 
be greatly concerned at Somerset's apparent 
failing, particularly when it helped to reduce 
him from the rank of lover to his niece to 
that of professional adviser. 

Miss De Stancy faltered a welcome as 
weak as that of the Maid of Neidpath, and 
Paula said coldly, "We are rather surprised 
to see you. Perhaps there is something 
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urgent at the castle which makes it necessary 
for you to call ? " 

" There is something a little urgent," said 
Somerset slowly, as he approached her; "and 
you have judged rightly that it is the cause 
of my call." He sat down near her chair 
as he spoke, put down his hat, and drew a 
note-book from his pocket with a despairing 
sang-froid that was far more perfect than had 
been Paula's demeanour just before. 

" Perhaps you would like to talk over the 
business with Mr. Somerset alone?" mur- 
mured Charlotte to Miss Power, hardly 
knowing what she said. 

" Oh no," said Paula, " I think not. Is it 
necessary ? " she said, turning to him. 

" Not in the least," replied he, bestowing a 
penetrating glance upon his questioner's face, 
which seemed however to produce no effect ; 
and turning towards Charlotte, he added, 
"You will have the goodness, I am sure, 
Miss De Stancy, to excuse the jargon of 
professional details." 

He spread some tracings on the table, and 
pointed out certain modified features to 



6o . A LAODICEAN. 

Paula, commenting as he went on, and 
exchanging occasionally a few words on the 
subject with Mr. Abner Power by the distant 
window. 

In this architectural dialogue over his 
sketches, Somerset's head and Paula's be- 
came unavoidably very close. The tempta- 
tion was too much for the young man. 
Under cover of the rustle of the tracings, 
he murmured, " Paula, I could not get here 
before!" in a low voice inaudible to the other 
two. 

She did not reply, only busying herself the 
more with the notes and sketches ; and he 
said again, *' I stayed a couple of days at 
Genoa, and some days at San Remo, and 
Mentone." 

• " But it is not the least concern of mine 
where you stayed, is it ? " she said, with a 
cold yet disquieted look. 

" Do you speak seriously ? " Somerset 
brokenly whispered. 

Paula concluded her examination of the 
drawings and turned from him with inex- 
pressible disregard. He tried no further, 
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but, when she had signified her pleasure on 
the points submitted, packed up his papers, 
and rose with the bearing of a man altogether 
superior to such a class of misfortune as this. 
Before going he turned to speak a few words 
of a general kind to Mr. Power and Charlotte. 

" You will stay and dine with us ? " said 
the former, rather with the air of being 
unhappily able to do no less than ask the 
question. "My charges here won't go down 
to the iadle d'hSte, I fear, but De Stancy and 
myself will be there." 

Somerset excused himself, and in a few 
minutes withdrew. At the door he looked 
round for an instant, and his eyes met Paula's. 
There was the same miles-off expression in 
hers that they had worn when he entered ; 
but there was also a look of distressful 
inquiry, as if she were earnestly expecting 
him to say something more. This of course 
Somerset did not comprehend. Possibly she 
was clinging to a hope of some excuse for the 
message he was supposed to have sent, or for 
the other and more degrading matter. Any- 
how, Somerset only bowed and went away. 
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A moment after he had gone, Paula, 
impelled by something or other, crossed the 
room to the window. In a short time she 
saw his form in the broad street below, which 
he traversed obliquely to an opposite corner, 
his head somewhat bent, and his eyes on the 
ground. Before vanishing into the Ritter- 
strasse he turned his head and glanced at the 
hotel windows, as if he knew that she was 
watching him. Then he disappeared ; and the 
only real sign of emotion betrayed by Paula 
during the whole episode escaped her at this 
moment. It was a slight trembling of the lip 
and a sigh so slowly breathed that scarce 
anybody could hear — scarcely even Charlotte, 
who was reclining on a couch, her face on 
her hand and her eyes downcast. 

Not more than two minutes had elapsed 
when Mrs. Goodman came in with a manner 
of haste. 

" You have returned," said Mr. Power. 
" Have you made your purchases ? " 

Without answering, she asked, "Whom, 
of all people on earth, do you think I have 
met ? Mr. Somerset ! Has he been here i^ — 
he passed me almost without speaking ! " 
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" Yes, he has been here/' said Paula. "He 
is on the way from Genoa home, and called 
on business." 

"You will have him here to dinner, of 
course ? " 

** I asked him," said Mr. Power, "but he 
declined." 

" Oh, that's unfortunate ! Surely we could 
get him to come. You would like to have 
him here, would you not, Paula ? " 

" No, indeed. I don't want him here," said 
she. 

" You don't ? " 

" No ! " she said sharply. 

" You used to like him well enough, any- 
how," bluntly rejoined Mrs. Goodman. 

Paula sedately: " It is a mistake to suppose 
that I have ever particularly liked the gentle- 
man mentioned." 

"Then you are wrong, Mrs. Goodman, it 
seems," said Mr. Power. 

Mrs. Goodman, who had been growing 
quietly indignant, notwithstanding a vigorous 
use of her fan, at this said : " Fie, fie, Paula! 
you did like him. You said to me only a 
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week or two ago that you should not at all 
object to marry him." 

"It is a mistake," repeated Paula calmly. 
** I meant the other one of the two we we;re 
talking about." 

" What, Captain De Stancy ? " 

" Yes." 

Knowing this to be a fiction, Mrs. Good- 
man made no remark, and hearing a slight 
noise behind, turned her head. Seeing her 
aunt's action, Paula also looked round. The 
door had been left ajar, and De Stancy was 
standinof in the room. The last words of 
Mrs. Goodman, and Paula's reply, must have 
been quite audible to him. , 

They looked at each other much as if they 
had unexpectedly met at the altar ; but after 
a momentary start Paula did not flinch from 
the position into which hurt pride had 
betrayed her. De Stancy bowed gracefully, 
and she merely walked to the furthest window, 
whither he followed her. 

" I am eternally grateful to you for avow- 
ing that I have won favour in your sight at 
last," he whispered. 
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She acknowledged the remark with a 
somewhat reserved bearing. " Really I don't 
deserve your gratitude," she said. " I did 
not know you were there." 

" I know you did not — that's why the 
avowal is so sweet to me. Can I take you 
at your word ? " 

"Yes, I suppose." 

"Then your preference is the greatest 
honour that has ever fallen to my lot. It is 
enough : you accept me ? " 

" As a lover on probation — no more." 

The conversation being carried on in low 
tones, Paula's uncle and aunt took it as a hint 
that their presence could be spared, and 
severally left the room — the former gladly, 
the latter with some vexation. Charlotte De 
Stancy followed. 

"And to what am I indebted for this 
happy change ? " inquired De Stancy, as soon 
as they were alone. 

" You shouldn't look a gift-horse in the 
mouth," she replied brusquely. 

" You mistake my motive. I am like a 
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reprieved criminal, and can scarcely believe 
the news." 

" You shouldn't say that to me, or I shall 
begin to think I have been too kind," she 
answered, some of the archness of her 
manner returning. *' Now, I know what you 
mean to say in answer ; but I don't want to 
hear any more at present ; and whatever you 
do, don't fall into the mistake of supposing I 
have accepted you in any other sense than 
the way I say. If you don't like such a 
limitation you can go away. I dare say I 
shall get over it." 

" Go away ! Could I go away i^ — But you 
are beginning to tease, and will soon punish 
me severely ; so I will make my escape while 
all is well. It would be presumptuous to 
expect more in one day." 

"It would indeed," said Paula, with her 
eyes on a bunch of flowers. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

On leaving the hotel, Somerset's first impulse 
was to get out of sight of its windows, and 
his glance upward had perhaps not the tender 
significance that Paula imagined, the last look 
impelled by any such whiff of emotion having 
been the lingering one he bestowed upon her 
in passing out of the room. Unluckily for the 
prospects of this attachment, Paula's conduct 
towards him now, as a result of misrepresen- 
tations, had enough in common with her 
previous silence at Nice to make it not un- 
reasonable as a further development of that 
silence. Moreover, her social position as a 
woman of wealth, always felt by Somerset as 
a perceptible bar to that full and free eager- 
ness with which he would fain have ap- 
proached her, rendered it impossible for him 
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to return to the charge, ascertain the reason 
of her coldness, and dispel it by an explana- 
tion, without being suspected of mercenary 
objects. Continually does it happen that a 
genial willingness to bottle up affronts is set 
down to interested motives by those who do 
not know what generous conduct means. 
Had she occupied the financial position of 
Miss De Stancy he would readily have per- 
sisted further and, not improbably, have 
cleared up the cloud. 

Having no further interest in Carlsruhe, 
Somerset decided to leave by an evening 
train. The intervening hour he spent in 
wandering into the thick of the fair, where 
steam roundabouts, the proprietors of wax- 
work shows, and fancy-s<-all keepers main- 
tained a deafening din. The animated 
environment was better than silence, for it 
fostered in him an artificial indifference to the 
events that had just happened — an indiffer- 
ence which, though he too well knew it was 
only destined to be temporary, afforded a 
passive period wherein to store up strength 
that should enable him to withstand the wear 
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and tear of regrets which would surely set in 
soon. It was the case with Somerset as with 
others of his temperament, that he did not 
feel a blow of this sort immediately ; and 
what often seemed like stoicism after mis- 
fortune was only the neutral numbness of 
transition from palpitating hope to assured 
wretchedness. 

He walked round and round the fair till all 
the exhibitors knew him by sight, and when 
the sun got low he turned into the Erbprin- 
zen-Strasse, now raked from end to end by 
ensaffroned rays of level light. Seeking his 
hotel he dined there, and left by the evening 
train for Heidelberg. 

Heidelberg with its romantic surroundings 
was not precisely the place calculated to heal 
Somerset's wounded heart. He had known 
the town of yore, and his recollections of 
that period, when, unfettered in fancy, he 
had transferred to his sketch-book the fine 
Renaissance details of the Otto-Heinrichs- 
Bau came back with unpleasant force. He 
knew of some carved cask-heads and other 
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curious wood-work in the castle cellars, copies 
of which, being unobtainable by photographs, 
he had intended to make if all went well 
between Paula and himself. The zest for 
this was now well-nigh over. But on awak- 
ing in the morning and looking up the valley 
towards the castle, and at the dark green 
height of the Konigsstuhl alongside, he felt 
that to become vanquished by a passion, 
driven to suffer, fast, and pray in the dull pains 
and vapours of despised love, was a contin- 
gency not to be welcomed too readily. There- 
upon he set himself to learn the sad science 
of renunciation, which everybody has to learn 
in his degree — either rebelling throughout the 
lesson, or, like Somerset, taking to it kindly 
by force of judgment. A more obstinate 
pupil might have altogether escaped the 
lesson in the present case by discovering its 
illegality. 

Resolving to persevere in the heretofore 
satisfactory paths of art while life and faculties 
were left, though every instant must proclaim 
that there would be no longer any collateral 
attraction in that pursuit, he went along under 
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the trees of the Anlage and reached the castle 
vaults, in whose cool shades he spent the 
afternoon, working out his intentions with fair 
result. When he had strolled back to his 
hotel in the evening the time was approaching 
for the table d'hSte. Having seated himself 
rather early, he spent the few minutes of 
waiting in looking over his pocket-book, and 
putting a few finishing touches to the after- 
noon performance whilst the objects were 
fresh in his memory. Thus occupied he was 
but dimly conscious of the customary rustle 
of dresses and pulling up of chairs by the 
crowd of other diners as they gathered around 
him. Serving began, and he put away his 
book and prepared for the meal. He had 
hardly done this when he became conscious 
that the person on his left hand was not the 
typical cosmopolite with boundless hotel 
knowledge and irrelevant experiences that he 
was accustomed to find next him, but a face 
he recognised as that of a young man whom 
he had met and talked to at Stancy Castle 
garden-party, whose name he had now for- 
gotten. This young fellow was conversing 
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•with somebody on his left hand — no other 
personage than Paula herself. Next to Paula 
he beheld De Stancy, and De Stancy's sister 
beyond him. It was one of those gratuitous 
encounters which only happen to discarded 
lovers who have shown commendable stoicism 
under disappointment, as if on purpose to re- 
open and aggravate their wounds. 

It seemed as if the intervening traveller 
had met the other party by accident there 
and then. In a minute he turned and recog- 
nised Somerset, and by degrees the young 
men's cursory remarks to each other de- 
veloped into a pretty regular conversation, 
interrupted only when he turned to speak to 
Paula on his left hand. 

" Your architectural adviser travels in your 
party : how very convenient," said the young 
tourist to her. " Far pleasanter than having 
a medical attendant in one's train ! " 

Somerset, who had no distractions on the 
other side of him, could hear every word, of 
this. He glanced at Paula. She had not 
known of his presence in the room till now. 
Their eyes met for a second, and she bowed 
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sedately. Somerset returned her bow, and 
her eyes were quickly withdrawn with scarcely 
visible confusion. 

" Mr. Somerset is not travelling with us," 
she said. "We have met by accident. Mr. 
Somerset came to me on business a little 
while ago." 

" I must congratulate you on having put 
the castle in good hands," continued the 
enthusiastic young man. 

" I believe Mr. Somerset is quite compe- 
tent^" said Paula stiffly. 

To include Somerset in the conversation 
the young man turned to him and added : 
" You carry on your work at the castle con 
amove, no doubt ? " 

" There is work I should like better," said 
Somerset. 

"Indeed?" 

The frigidity of his manner seemed to set 
her at ease by dispersing all fear of a scene ; 
and alternate dialogues of this sort with the 
gentleman in their midst were more or less 
continued by both Paula and Somerset till 
they rose from table. 
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In the bustle of moving out the two latter 
for one moment stood side by side. 

" Miss Power," said Somerset in a low 
voice that was obscured by the rustle ; " you 
have nothing more to say to me ? " 

" I think there is nothing more ? " said 
Paula, lifting her eyes with artificial urbanity. 

" Then I take leave of you ; and tender 
my best wishes that you may have a pleasant 
time before you ! . • . I set out for England 
to-night." 

" With a special photographer, no doubt ? " 

It was the first time that she had addressed 
Somerset with a meaning distinctly satirical ; 
and her remark, which had reference to the 
forgejl photograph, fell of course without its 
intended effect. 

" No, Miss Power," said Somerset gravely^ 
" But with a deeper sense of woman's thought- 
less trifling than time will ever eradicate." 

"Is not that a mistake ? " she dsked in a 
voice that distinctly trembled. 

"A mistake? How?" 

" I mean, do you not forget many things ? " 
(throwing on him a troubled glance). " A 



DE STANCY AND PAULA. 75 

woman may feel herself justified in her con- 
duct, although it admits of no explanation." 

** I don't contest the point for a moment. 
. . . Good-bye." 

" Good-bye." 

They parted amid the flowering shrubs and 
caged birds in the hall, and he saw her no 
more. De Stancy came up, and spoke a few 
commonplace words, his sister having gone 
out, either without perceiving Somerset, or 
with intention to avoid him. 

That night, as he had said, he was on his 
way to England. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

The De Stancys and Powers remained in 
Heidelberg for some days. All remarked 
that after Somerset's departure Paula was 
frequently irritable, though at other times as 
serene as ever. Yet even when in a blithe 
and saucy mood there was at bottom a tinge 
of melancholy. Something did not lie easy 
in her undemonstrative heart, and all her 
friends excused the inequalities of a humour 
whose source, though not positively known, 
could be fairly well guessed. 

De Stancy had long since discovered that 
his chance lay chiefly in her recently acquired 
and fanciful predilection cPartiste for hoary 
mediaeval families with ancestors in alabaster 
and primogenitive renown. Seeing this he 
dwelt on those topics which brought out 
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that aspect of himself more clearly, talking 
feudalism and chivalry with a zest that he 
had never hitherto shown. Yet it was not 
altogether factitious. For, discovering how 
much this quondam Puritan was interested 
in the attributes of long-chronicled houses, a 
reflected interest in himself arose in his own 
soul, and he began to wonder why he had 
not prized these things before. Till now 
disgusted by the failure of his family to hold 
its own in the turmoils between ancient and 
modern, he had grown to undervalue its past 
prestige ; and it was with corrective ardour 
that he adopted while he ministered to her 
views. 

Henceforward the wooing of De Stancy 
took the form of an intermittent address, the 
incidents of their travel furnishing pegs 
whereon to hang his subject ; sometimes 
hindering it, but seldom failing to produce in 
her a greater tolerance of his presence. His 
next opportunity was the day after Somerset s 
departure from Heidelberg. They stood 
on the great terrace of the Schloss-Garten, 
looking across the intervening ravine to the 
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north-east front of the castle which rose 
before them in all its customary warm tints 
and battered magnificence. 

" This is a spot, if any, which should bring 
matters to a crisis between you and me," he 
asserted good-humouredly. " But you have 
been so silent to-day that I lose the spirit to 
take advantage of my privilege." 

She inquired what privilege he spoke of, 
as if quite another subject had been in her 
mind than De Stancy. 

" The privilege of winning your heart if I 
can, which you gave me at Carlsruhe." 

" Oh," she said. " Well, IVe been thinking 
of that. But I do not feel myself absolutely 
bound by the statement I made in that 
room; and I shall expect, if I withdraw it, 
not to be called to account by you." 

De Stancy looked rather blank. 

"If you recede from your promise you will 
doubtless have good reason. But I must 
solemnly beg you, after raising my hopes, to 
keep as near as you can to your word, so as 
not to throw me into utter despair." 

Paula dropped her glance into the Thier 
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Garten below them, where gay promenaders 
were clambering up between the bushes and 
flowers. At length she said, with evident 
embarrassment, but with much distinctness : 
" I deserve much more blame for what I 
have done than you can express to me. I 
will confess to you the whole truth. All that 
I told you in the hotel at Carlsruhe was said 
in a moment of pique at what had happened 
just before you came in. It was supposed I 
was much involved with another man, and 
circumstances made the supposition par- 
ticularly objectionable. To escape it I 
jumped at the alternative of yourself." 

" That's bad for me ! " he murmured. 

"If after this avowal you bind me to my 
words I shall say no more : I do not wish 
to recede from them without your full per- 
mission." 

" What a caprice ! But I release you un- 
conditionally," he said. "And I beg your 
pardon if I seemed to show too much assur- 
ance. Please put it down to my gratified 
excitement. I entirely acquiesce in your 
wish. I will go away to whatever place you 
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please, and not come near you but by your 
own permission, and till you are quite satis- 
fied that my presence and what it may lead 
to is not undesirable. I entirely give way 
before you, and will endeavour to make my 
future devotedness, if ever we meet again, a 
new ground for expecting your favour." 

Paula seemed struck by the generous and 
cheerful fairness of his remarks, and said 
gently, " Perhaps your departure is not 
absolutely necessary for my happiness ; and I 
do not wish from what you call caprice " 

" I retract that word." 

" Well, whatever it is, I don't wish you to 
do anything which should cause you real 
pain, or trouble, or humiliation." 

" That's very good of you." 

" But I reserve to myself the right to 
accept or refuse your addresses — just as if 
those rash words of mine had never been 
spoken." 

" I must bear it all as best I can, I sup- 
pose," said De Stancy, with melancholy 
humorousness. 

" And I shall treat you as your behaviour 
shall seem to deserve," she said playfully. 
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" Then I may stay ? " 

" Yes ; I am willing to give you that 
pleasure, if it is one, in return for the atten- 
tions you have shown, and the trouble you 
have taken to make my journey pleasant." 

She walked on and discovered Mrs. Good- 
man near, and presently the whole party met 
together. De Stancy did not find himself 
again at her side till later in the afternoon, 
when they had left the immediate precincts 
of the castle and decided on a drive to the 
Konigsstuhl. 

The carriage, containing only Mrs. Good- 
man, was driven a short way up the winding 
incline, Paula, her uncle, and Miss De Stancy 
walking behind under the shadow of the 
trees. Then Mrs. Goodman called to them 
and asked when they were going to join her. 

*' We are going to walk up," said Mr. 
Power. 

Paula seemed seized with a spirit of 
boisterousness quite unlike her usual be- 
haviour. " My aunt may drive up, and you 
may walk up ; but I shall run up," she said. 
" See, here's a way." She tripped towards 
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a path through the bushes which, instead 
of winding like the regular track, made 
straight for the summit 

Paula had not the remotest conception of 
the actual distance to the top, imagining it 
to be but a couple of hundred yards at the 
outside, whereas it was really nearer a mile, 
the ascent being uniformly steep all the way. 
When her uncle and De Stancy had seen 
her vanish they stood still, the former 
evidently reluctant to forsake the easy ascent 
for a difficult one, though he said, " We can't 
let her go alone that way, I suppose." 

" No, of course not," said De Stancy. 

They then followed in the direction taken 
by Paula, Charlotte entering the carriage. 
When Power and De Stancy had ascended 
about fifty yards the former looked back, and 
dropped off from the pursuit, to return to the 
easy route, giving his companion a parting 
hint concerning Paula. Thereupon De Stancy 
went on alone. He soon saw Paula above 
him in the path, which ascended skyward 
straight as Jacob's Ladder, but was so over- 
hung by the brushwood as to be quite shut 
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out from the sun. When he reached her 
side she was moving easily upward, ap- 
parently enjoying the seclusion which the 
place afforded. 

" Is not my uncle with you ? " she' said, on 
turning and seeing him, 

" He went back," said De Stancy. 

She replied that it was of no consequence ; 
that she should meet him at the top, she 
supposed. 

Paula looked up amid the green light 
which filtered through the leafage as far as 
her eyes could stretch. But the top did not 
appear, and she allowed De Stancy to get in 
front. " It did not seem such a long way as 
this, to look at,** she presently said. 

He explained that the trees had deceived 
her as to the real height, by reason of her 
seeing the slope fore-shortened when she 
looked up from the castle. "Allow me to 
help you," he added. 

" No, thank you," said Paula, lightly ; " we 
must be near the top." 

They went on again ; but no Konigsstuhl. 
When next De Stancy turned he found that 
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she was sitting down ; immediately going 
back he offered his arm. She took it in 
silence, declaring that it was no wonder her 
uncle did not come that wearisome way, if 
he had ever been there before. 

De Stancy did not explain that Mr. Power 
had said to him at parting, " There's a chance 
for you, if you want one," but at once went 
on with the subject begun on the terrace. 
" If my behaviour is good, you will re-affirm 
the statement made at Carlsruhe ? '' 

" It is not fair to begin that now ! " ex- 
postulated Paula ; " I can only think of getting 
to the top.** 

Her colour deepening by the exertion, he 
suggested that she should sit down again on 
one of the mossy boulders by the wayside. 
Nothing loth she did, De Stancy standing 
by, and with his cane scratching the moss 
from the stone. 

" This is rather awkward," said Paula, in 
her usual circumspect way. " My relatives 
and your sister will be sure to suspect 
me of having arranged this scramble with 
you." 
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" But I know better," sighed De Stancy. 
" I wish to Heaven you had arranged it !" 

She was not at the top, but she took 
advantage of the halt to answer his previous 
question. " There are many points on which 
I must be satisfied before I can re-affirm 
anything. Do you not see that you are 
mistaken in clinging to this idea ? — that you 
are laying up mortification and disappoint- 
ment for yourself ? " 

'*A negative reply from you would be 
disappointment, early or late." 

" And you prefer having it late to accept- 
ing it now ? If I were a man, I should 
like to abandon a false scent as spon as 
possible." 

" I suppose all that has but one meaning : 
that I am to go." 

" Oh no," she magnanimously assured him, 
bounding up from her seat ; " I adhere to 
my statement that you may stay ; though it is 
true something may possibly happen to make 
me alter my mind." 

He again offered his arm, and from sheer 
necessity she leant upon it as before. 
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"Grant me but a moment's patience," he 
began. 

" Capain De Stancy ! Is this fair ? I am 
physically obliged to hold your arm, so that 
I must listen to what you say ! " 

" No, it is not fair ; 'pon my soul it is 
not ! " said De Stancy. " I won't say another 
word." 

He did not ; and they clambered on 
through the boughs, nothing disturbing the 
solitude but the rustle of their own foot- 
steps and the singing of birds overhead. 
They occasionally got a peep at the sky; 
and whenever a twig hung out in a position 
to strike Paula's face the gallant captain bent 
it aside with his stick. But she did not 
thank him. Perhaps he was just as well 
satisfied as if she had done so. 

Paula, panting, broke the silence: "Will 
you go on, and discover if the top is near ? " 

He went on. This time the top was near. 
When he returned she was sitting where he 
had left her among the leaves. " It is quite 
near now," he told her tenderly, and she 
took his arm again without a word. Soon 
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the path changed its nature from a steep 
and rugged water-course to a level green 
promenade. 

" Thank you, Captain De Stancy," she 
said, letting go his arm as if relieved. 

Before them rose the tower, and at the 
base they beheld two of their friends, Mr. 
Power being seen above, looking over the 
parapet through his glass, 

" You will go to the top now ? " said De 
Stancy. 

"No, I take no interest in it. My interest 
has turned to fatigue* I only want to go 
home.** 

He took her on to where the carriage 
stood at the foot of the tower, and leaving 
her with his sister ascended the turret to 
the top. The landscape had quite changed 
from its afternoon appearance, and had be- 
come rather marvellous than beautiful. The 
air was charged with a lurid . exhalation that 
blurred the extensive view. He could see 
the distant Rhine at its junction with the 
Neckar, shining like a thread of blood 
through the mist, which was gradually 
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wrapping up the declining sun. The scene 
had in it something that was more than 
melancholy, and not much less than tragic ; 
but for De Stancy such evening effects pos- 
sessed little meaning. He was engaged in 
an enterprise that taxed all his resources, 
and had no sentiments to spare for air, earth, 
or skies. 

" Remarkable scene," said Power, mildly, 
at his elbow. 

" Yes ; I dare say it is," said De Stancy. 
" Time has been when I should have held 
forth upon such a prospect, and wondered if 
its livid colours shadowed out my own life, et 
caetera, et caetera. But, begad, I have almost 
forgotten there's such a thing as Nature, and 
I care for nothing but a comfortable life, and 
a certain woman who does not care for 
me. * . . Now shall we go down ? " 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

• 

It was quite true that De Stancy at the 
present period of his existence wished only 
to escape from the hurly-burly of active life, 
and to win the affection of Paula Power. 
There were, however, occasions when a 
recollection of his old renunciatory vows 
would obtrude itself upon him, and tinge his 
present with wayward bitterness. So much 
was this the case that a day or two after 
they had arrived at Mainz he could not 
refrain from making remarks almosf preju- 
dicial to his cause, saying to her, " I am 
unfortunate in my situation. There are, 
unhappily, worldly reasons why I should 
pretend to love you, even if I do not : they 
are so strong that, though really loving you, 
perhaps they enter into my thoughts of you." 
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" I don't want to know what such reasons 
are," said Paula, with promptness, for it 
required but little astuteness to discover that 
he alluded to her possession of his ancestral 
home and estates. " You lack tone," she 
gently added : " that's why the situation of 
affairs seems distasteful to you." 

" Yes, I suppose I am ill. And yet I 
am well enough." 

These remarks passed under a tree in the 
public gardens during an odd minute of 
waiting for Charlotte and Mrs. Goodman ; 
and he said no more to her in private that 
day. Few as her words had been he liked 
them better than any he had lately received. 
The conversation was not resumed till they 
were gliding "between the banks that bear 
the vine," on board one of the Rhine steam- 
boats, which, like the hotels in this early 
summer time, were comparatively free from 
other English travellers ; so that everywhere 
Paula and her party were received with open 
arms and cheerful countenances, as among 
the first swallows of the season. 

The saloon of the steamboat was quite 
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empty, the few passengers being outside; 
and this paucity of voyagers afforded De 
Stancy a roomy opportunity. 

Paula saw him approach her, and there 
appearing in his face signs that he would 
begin again on the eternal subject, she 
seemed to be struck with a sense of the 
ludicrous. 

De Stancy reddened. " Something seemS 
to amuse you," he said. 

" It is over," she replied, becoming serious. 

" Was it about me, and this unhappy fever 
in me ? 

'* If I speak the truth I must say it was." 

" You thought, * Here's that absurd man 
again, going to begin his daily supplication.' " 

"Not ' absurd,' " she said, with emphasis ; 
" because I don't think it is absurd." 

She continued looking through the win- 
dows at the Lurlei Heights under which they 
were now sailing, and he remained with his 
eyes on her. 

" May I stay here with you ? " he said at 
last. " I have not had a word with you 
alone for four-and-twenty hours." 
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" You must be cheerful, then." 

*'You have said such as that before. I 
wish you would say 'loving' instead of 
' cheerful.' " 

"Yes, I know, I know," she responded, 
with impatient perplexity. " But why must 
you think of me — me only ? Is there no 
other woman in the world who has the 
power to make you happy ? I am sure 
there must be." 

" Perhaps there is ; but I have never seen 
her." 

" Then look for her ; and believe me when 
I say that you will certainly find her." 

He shook his head. 

" Captain De Stancy, I have long felt for 
you," she continued, with a frank glance 
into his face. " You have deprived yourself 
too long of other women's company. Why 
not go away for a little time ? and when you 
have found somebody else likely to make 
you happy, you can meet me again. I will 
see you at your father's house, and we will 
enjoy all the pleasure of easy friendship." 

" Very correct ; and very cold, O best of 
women ! " 
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" You are too full of exclamations and 
transports, I think ! " 

They stood in silence, Paula apparently 
much interested in the manoeuvring of a raft 
which was passing by. " Dear Miss Power," 
he resumed, " before I go and join your 
uncle above, let me just ask, Do I stand any 
chance at all yet ? Is it possible you can 
never be more pliant than you have been ? " 

" You put me out of all patience ! " 

" But why did you raise my hopes ? You 
should at least pity me after doing that" . 

" Yes ; it's that again ! I unfortunately 
raised your hopes because I was a fool — 
was not myself that moment. Now question 
me no more. As it is I think you presume 
too much upon my becoming yours as the 
consequence of my having dismissed another." 

" Not on becoming mine, but on listening 
to me." 

"Your argument would be reasonable 
enough had I led you to believe I would 
listen to you — and ultimately accept you ; but 
that I have not done. I see now that a 
woman who gives a man an answer one shade 



94 A LAODICEAN. 

less peremptory than a harsh negative may 
be carried beyond her intentions, and out of 
her own power before she knows it" 

" Chide me if you will ; I don't care." 

She looked steadfastly at him with a little 
mischief in her eyes. "You do care," she 
said. 

" Then why don't you listen to me ? I 
would not persevere for a moment longer if it 
were against the wishes of your family. Your 
uncle says it would give him pleasure to see 
you accept me." 

" Does he say why ? " she asked, thought- 
fully. 

*' Yes ; he takes, of course, a practical view 
of the matter ; he thinks it commends itself 
so to reason and common sense that the 
owner of Stancy Castle should become a 
member of the De Stancy family." 

"Yes, that's the horrid plague of it," she 
said, with a nonchalance which seemed to 
contradict her words. "It is so dreadfully 
reasonable that we should marry. I wish it 
wasn't." 

" Well, you are younger than I, and per- 
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haps that's a natural wish. But to me it 
seems a felicitous combination not often met 
with. I confess that your interest in our 
family before you knew me lent a stability to 
my hopes that otherwise they would not have 
had." 

"My interest in the De Stancys has not 
been a personal interest except in the case of 
your sister," she returned. " It has been an 
historical interest only ; and is not at all 
increased by your existence." 

" And perhaps it is not diminished ? " 

" No, I am not aware that it is diminished," 
she murmured, as she observed the gliding 
shore. 

" Well, you will allow me to say this, since 
I say it without reference to your personality 
or to mine — that the Power and De Stancy 
families are the complements to each other ; 
and that, abstractedly, they call earnestly to 
one another : * How neat and fit a thing for 
us to join hands ! ' " 

Paula, who was not prudish when a direct 
appeal was made to her common sense, 
answered with ready candour : " Yes, from 
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the point of view of domestic politics, that 
undoubtedly is the case. But I hope I am 
not so calculating as to risk happiness in 
order to round off a social idea." 

" I hope not ; or that I am either. Still 
the social idea exists, and my increased years 
make its excellence more obvious to me than 
to you." 

The ice once broken on this aspect of the 
question, the subject seemed rather to engross 
her, and she spoke on as if daringly inclined 
to venture where she had never anticipated 
going, deriving pleasure from the very 
strangeness of her temerity : " You mean 
that in the fitness of things I ought to become 
a De Stancy to strengthen my social posi- 
tion ? " 

** And that I ought to strengthen mine by 
alliance with the heiress of a name so dear to 
engineering science as Power," 

"Well, we are talking with unexpected 
frankness." 

" But you are not seriously displeased with 
me for saying what, after all, one can't help 
feeling and thinking ? " 
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" No. Only be so good as to leave off 
going further for the present. Indeed, of the 
two, I would rather have the other sort of 
address. I mean," she hastily added, "that 
what you urge as the result of a real affection, 
however unsuitable, I have some remote 
satisfaction in listening to — not the least from 
any reciprocal love on my side, but from a 
woman's gratification at being the object of 
anybody's devotion ; for that feeling towards 
her is always regarded as a merit in a 
woman's eye, and taken as a kindness by her, 
even when it is at the expense of her con- 
venience." 

She had said, voluntarily or involuntarily, 
better things than he expected, and perhaps 
too much in her own opinion, for she hardly 
gave him an opportunity of replying. 

They passed St. Goar and Boppard, and 
when steering round the sharp bend of river 
just beyond the latter place De Stancy met 
her again, exclaiming, " You left me very 
suddenly." 

"You must make allowances, please," she 
said ; " I have always stood in need of them." 

VOL. III. H 
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" Then you shall always have them.'* 

" I don't doubt it," she said, quickly ; but 
Paula was not to be caught again, and kept 
close to the side of her aunt while they glided 
past Brauback and Oberlahnstein. Approach- 
ing Coblenz her aunt said, " Paula, let me 
suggest that you be not so much alone with 
Captain De Stancy." 

"And why ? " said Paula, quietly. 

"You'll have plenty of offers if you want 
them, without taking trouble," said the direct 
Mrs. Goodman. "Your existence is hardly 
known to the world yet, and Captain De 
Stancy is too near middle-age for a girl like 
you." Paula did not reply to either of these 
remarks, being seemingly so interested in 
Ehrenbreitstein heights as not to hear them. 



DE STANCY AND PAULA. 99 



CHAPTER IX. 

It was midnight at Coblenz, and the travellers 
had retired to rest in their respective apart- 
ments, overlooking the river. Finding that 
there was a moon shining, Paula leant out of 
her window. The tall rock of Ehrenbreit- 
stein on the opposite shore was flooded with 
light, and a belated steamer was drawing up 
to the landing-stage, where it presently 
deposited its passengers. 

" We should have come by the last boat, so 
as to have been touched into romance by the 
rays of this moon, like those happy people," 
said a voice. 

She looked towards the spot whence the 
voice proceeded, which was a window quite 
near at hand. De Stancy was smoking out- 
side it, and she became aware that the words 
were addressed to her. 
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** You left me very abruptly." he continued. 

Paula's instinct of caution impelled her to 
speak. "The windows are all open," she 
murmured. " Please be careful." 

" There are no English in this hotel except 
ourselves. I thank you for what you said 
to-day.' 

" Please be careful," she repeated. 

'* My dear Miss P " 

** Don't mention names, and don't continue 
the subject." 

** Life and death perhaps depend upon my 
renewing it soon." 

She shut the window decisively, possibly 
wondering if De Stancy had drunk a glass or 
two of Steinbergermore than was good for him, 
and saw no more of moonlit Ehrenbreitstein 
that night, and heard no more of De Stancy. 
But it was some time before he closed his 
window, and previous to doing so saw a dark 
form at an adjoining one on the other side. 

It was Mr. Power, also taking the air. 

" Well, what luck to-day ? " said Power. 

" A decided advance," said De Stancy. 

None of the speakers knew that a little 
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person in the room above heard all this out- 
of-window talk. Charlotte, though not look- 
ing out, had left her casement open ; and 
what reached her ears set her wondering as 
to the result. 

It is not necessary to detail in full De 
Stancy's imperceptible advances with Paula 
during that northward journey — so slowly 
performed that it seemed as if she must 
perceive there was a special reason for delay- 
ing her return to England. At Cologne one 
day he conveniently overtook her when she 
was ascending the hotel staircase. Seeing 
him, she went to the window of the entresol 
landing, which commanded a view of the 
Rhine, meaning that he should pass by to 
his room. 

" I have been very uneasy," began the 
captain, drawing up to her side ; " and I am 
obliged to trouble you sooner than I meant 
to do," 

Paula turned her eyes upon him with 
some curiosity as to what was coming of 
this respectful demeanour. " Indeed ! " she 
said. 
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He then informed her that he had been 
overhauling himself since they last talked, 
and had some reason to blame himself for 
bluntness and general want of euphemism ; 
which, although he had meant nothing by it, 
must have been very disagreeable to her. 
But he had always aimed at sincerity, par- 
ticularly as he had to deal with a lady who 
despised hypocrisy and was above flattery. 
However, he feared he might have carried 
his disregard for conventionality too far. But 
from that time he would promise that she 
should find an alteration by which he hoped 
he might return the friendship at least of a 
young lady he honoured more than any other 
in the world. 

This retrograde movement was evidently 
unexpected by the honoured young lady her- 
self. After being so long accustomed to 
rebuke him for his persistence there was 
novelty in finding him do the work for her. 
The guess might even have been hazarded 
that there was also disappointment. 

Still looking across the river upon the 
bridge of boats which stretched to the 
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opposite suburb of Deutz : " You need not 
blame yourself," she said, with the mildest 
conceivable manner, " I can make allowances. 
All I wish is that you should remain under 
no misapprehension.*' 

** I comprehend," he said, thoughtfully. 
'* But since, by a perverse fate, I have been 
thrown into your company, you could hardly 
expect me to feel and act otherwise." 

" Perhaps not." 

" Since I have so much reason to be dis- 
satisfied with myself," he added, " I cannot 
refrain from criticising elsewhere to a slight 
extent, and thinking I have to do with an 
ungenerous person." 

" Why ungenerous ? " she asked. 

"In this way ; that since you cannot love 
me, you see no reason at all for trying to do 
so in the fact that I so deeply love you ; 
hence I say that you are rather to be dis- 
tinguished by your wisdom than by your 
humanity." 

"It comes to this, that if your words are 
all seriously meant it is much to be regretted 
we ever met," she murmured. " Now will 
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you . go on to where you were going, and 
leave me here ? " 

Without a remonstrance he went on, say- 
ing with dejected whimsicality as he smiled 
back upon her, " You show a wisdom which 
for so young a lady is perfectly surprising." 

It was resolved to prolong the journey by 
a circuit through Holland and Belgium ; but 
nothing changed in the attitudes of Paula 
and Captain De Stancy till one afternoon 
during their stay at the Hague, when they 
had gone for a drive down to Scheveningen 
by the long straight avenue of chestnuts and 
limes, under whose boughs tufts of wild 
parsley waved their flowers except where the 
buitenplaatsen of retired merchants blazed 
forth with new paint of every hue. On 
mounting the dune which kept out the sea 
behind the village a brisk breeze greeted 
their faces, and a fine sand blew up into their 
eyes. De' Stancy screened Paula with his 
umbrella as they stood with their backs to 
the wind, looking down on the red roofs of 
the village within the sea wall, and pulling 
at the long grass which by some means 
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found nourishment in the powdery soil of the 
dune. 

When they had discussed the scene he 
continued, "It always seems to me that this 
place reflects the average mood of human 
life. I mean, if we strike the balance 
between our best moods and our worst we 
shall find our average condition to stand at 
about the same pitch in emotional colour as 
these sandy dunes and this grey scene do in 
landscape. 

Paula contended that he ought not to 
measure everybody by himself 

" I have no other standard," said De 
Stancy ; " and if my own is wrong, it is you 
who have made it so. Have you thought 
any more of what I said at Cologne ? " 

" I don't quite remember what you did say 
at Colpgne." 

" My dearest life ! " Paula's eyes rounding 
somewhat, he corrected the exclamation. 
" My dear Miss Power, I will, without re- 
serve, tell it to you all over again." 

" Pray spare yourself the effort," she said 
dryly. "What has that one fatal step be- 
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trayed me into ! . . . Do you seriously mean 
to say that I am the cause of your life being 
coloured like this scene of grass and sand ? 
If so, I have committed a very great fault." 

" It can be nullified by a word." 

*' Such a word ! " 

** It is a very short one." 

"There's a still shorter one more to the 
purpose. Frankly, I believe you suspect me 
to have some latent and unowned inclination 
for you — that you think speaking is the only 
point upon which I am backward. . . . 
There now, it is raining ; what shall we do ? 
I thought this wind meant rain." 

" Do ? Stand on here, as we are standing 
now." 

" Your sister and my aunt are gone under 
the wall. I think we will walk towards 
them." 

"You had made me hope," he continued 
(his thoughts apparently far away from the 
rain and the wind and the possibility of 
shelter), " that you might change your mind, 
and give to your original promise a liberal 
meaning in renewing it. In brief I mean 
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this, that you would allow it to merge into 
an engagement. Don't think it presumptuous," 
he went on, as he held the umbrella over 
her ; " I am sure any man would speak as I 
do. A distinct permission to be with you on 
probation — that was what you gave me at 
Carlsruhe: and flinging casuistry on one 
side, what does that mean ? " 

" That I am artistically interested in your 
family history." And she went out from the 
umbrella to the shelter of the hotel where 
she found her aunt and friend. 

De Stancy could not but feel that his 
persistence had made some impression. It 

was hardly possible that a woman of inde- 

• 

pendent nature would have tolerated his 
dangling at her side so long, if his presence 
were wholly distasteful to her. That evening 
when driving back to the Hague by a devious 
route through the dense avenues of the Bosch 
he conversed with her again ; also the next 
day when standing by the Vijver looking at 
the swans : and in each case she seemed to 
have at least got over her objection to being 
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seen talking to him, apart from the remainder 
of the travelling party. 

Scenes very similar to those at Sche- 
veningen and on the Rhine were enacted at 
later stages of their desultory journey. Mr. 
Power had proposed to cross from Rotter- 
dam ; but a stiff north-westerly breeze pre- 
vailing Paula herself became reluctant to 
hasten back to Stancy Castle. Turning 
abruptly they made for Brussels. 

It was here, while walking homeward 
from the Park one morning that her uncle 
for the first time alluded to the situation of 
affairs between herself and her admirer. 
The captain had gone up the Rue Royale 
with his sister and Mrs. Goodman, either to 
show them the house in which the ball took 
place on the eve of Quatre Bras or some 
other site of interest, and the two Powers 
were thus left to themselves. To reach their 
hotel they passed into a little street sloping 
steeply down from the Rue Royale to the 
Place Ste. Gudule, where, at the moment of 
nearing the cathedral, a wedding party 
emerged from the porch and crossed in front 
of uncle and niece. 
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" I hope," said the former, in his passion- 
less way, " we shall see a performance of this 
sort between you and Captain De Stancy, 
not so very long after our return to Eng- 
land." 

" Why ? " asked Paula, following the bride 
with her eyes. 

"It is diplomatically, as I may say, such a 
highly correct thing — such an expedient thing 
— such an obvious thing to all eyes." 

" Not altogether to mine, uncle," she re- 
turned. 

" 'Twould be a thousand pities to let slip 
such a neat offer of adjusting difficulties as 
accident makes you in this. You could marry 
more tin, that's true ; but you don't want it, 
Paula. . You want a name, and historic what- 
do-they-call-it. Now by coming to terms 
with the captain you'll be Lady De Stancy 
in a few years : and a title which is useless 
to him, and a fortune and castle which are 
in some degree useless to you, will make a 
splendid whole useful to you both." 

" I've thought it over — quite," she an- 
swered. "And 1 quite see what the ad- 
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vantages are. But how if I don^t care one 
atom for artistic completeness and a splendid 
whole ; and do care very much to do what 
my fancy inclines me to do ? " 

" Then I should say that, taking a com- 
prehensive view of human nature of all 
colours, your fancy is about the silliest fancy 
existing on this earthly ball." 

Paula laughed indifferently, and her uncle 
felt that, persistent as was his nature, he was 
the wrong man to influence her by argument. 
Paula's blindness to the advantages of the 
match, if she were blind, was that of a woman 
who wouldn't see, and the best argument 
was silence. 

This was in some measure proved the 
next morning. When Paula made her ap- 
pearance Mrs. Goodman said, holding up an 
envelope : *' Here's a letter from Mr. Somer- 
set." 

" Dear me," said she, blandly, though a 
quick little flush ascended her cheek. " I 
had nearly forgotten him ! " 

The letter on being read contained a 
request as brief as it was unexpected. Having 
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prepared all the drawings necessary for the 
rebuilding, Somerset begged leave to resign 
the superintendence of the work into other 
hands. 

" His letter caps your remarks very aptly," 
said Mrs. Goodman, with secret triumph. 
"You are nearly forgetting him, and he is 
quite forgetting you." 

" Yes," said Paula, affecting carelessness. 
" Well, I must get somebody else, I suppose." 
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CHAPTER X. 

They next deviated to Amiens, intending to 
stay there only one night ; but their schemes 
were deranged by the sudden illness of 
Charlotte. She had been looking unwell for 
a fortnight past, though, with her usual self- 
abnegation, she had made light of her ail- 
ment. Even now she declared she could go 
on ; but this was said over-night, and in the 
morning it was abundantly evident that to 
move her was highly unadvisable. Still she 
was not in serious danger, and having called 
in a physician, who pronounced rest indis- 
pensable, they prepared to remain in the old 
Picard capital two or three additional days. 
Mr. Power thought he would take advantage 
of the halt to run up to Paris, leaving De 
Stancy in charge of the ladies. 
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In more ways than in the illness of Char- 
lotte this day was the harbinger of a crisis. 

It was a summer evening without a cloud. 
Charlotte had fallen asleep in her bed, and 
Paula, who had been sitting by her, looked 
out into the Place St- Denis, which the 
hotel commanded. The lawn of the square 
was all ablaze with red and yellow clumps 
of flowers, the acacia trees were brightly 
green, the sun was soft and low. Tempted 
by the prospect Paula went and put on 
her hat; and arousing her aunt, who was 
nodding in the next room, to request her 
to keep an ear on Charlotte's bedroom, 
Paula descended into the Rue de Noyon 
alone, and entered the green enclosure. 

While she walked round, two or three 
little children in charge of a nurse trundled 
a large variegated ball along the grass, and 
it rolled to Paula's feet. She smiled at them, 
and endeavoured to return it by a slight 
kick. The ball rose in the air, and passing 
over the back of a seat which stood under 
one of the trees, alighted in the lap of a 
gentleman hitherto screened by its boughs, 

VOL. III. I 
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The back and shoulders proved to be those 
of De Stancy. He turned his head, jumped 
up, and was at her side in an instant, a 
nettled flush having meanwhile crossed 
Paula's fece. 

" I thought you had gone to the Hotoie 
Promenade," she said hastily. " I am going 
to the cathedral" (obviously uttered lest it 
should seem that she had seen him from 
the hotel windows, and entered the square 
for his company). 

" Of course : there is nothing else to go 
to here — even for Roundheads." 

"If you mean me by that, you are very 
much mistaken," said she, testily. 

" The Roundheads were your ancestors,' 
and they knocked down my ancestor's castle, 
and broke the stained glass and statuary 
of the cathedrals," said De Stancy slily ; 
** and now you go not only to a cathedral, 

but to a service of the unreformed Church 

• •If 
in It. 

" In a foreign country it is different from 

home," said Paula in extenuation ; " and you 

of all men should not reproach me for ter- 
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giversation — when it has been brought about 
by— by my sympathies with " 

" With the troubles of the De Stancys." 

" Well, you know what I mean," she an- 
swered, with considerable anxiety not to be 
misunderstood ; " my liking for the old 
castle, and what it contains, and what it 
suggests. I declare I will not explain to 
you further — why should I ? I am not an- 
swerable to you ! " 

Paula's show of petulance was perhaps not 
wholly because she had appeared to seek 
him, but also from being reminded by his 
criticism that Mr. Woodwell's prophecy on 
her weakly succumbing to surroundings was 
slowly working out its fulfilment. 

She moved forward towards the gate at 
the further end of the square, beyond which 
the cathedral lay at a very short distance. 
Paula did not turn her head, and De Stancy 
strolled slowly after .her down the Rue du 
College. The day happened to be one of 
the church festivals, and people were a 
second time flocking into the lofty monu- 
ment of Catholicism at its meridian. Paula 
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vanished into the porch with the rest; and, 
almost catching the wicket as it flew back 
from her hand, he too entered the high- 
shouldered edifice — an edifice doomed to 
labour under the melancholy misfortune of 
seeming only half as vast as it really is, and 
whimsically described by Heine as a monu- 
ment built with the strength of Titans, and 
decorated with the patience of dwarfs. 

De Stancy walked up the nave, so close 
beside her as to touch her dress ; but she 
would not recognise his presence, the dark- 
ness that evening had thrown over tjie 
interior, which was scarcely broken by the 
few candles dotted about, being a sufficient 
excuse if she required one. 

" Miss Power," De Stancy said at last, " I 
am coming to the service with you." 

She received the intelligence without sur- 
prise, and he knew she had been conscious 
of him all the way. 

Paula went no further than the middle of 
the nave, where there was hardly a soul, and 
took a chair beside a solitary rushlight which 
looked amid the vague gloom of the inacces- 
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sible architecture like a lighthouse at the 
foot of tall cliffs. 

He put his hand on the next chair, saying, 
" Do you object ? " 

" Not at all," she replied ; and he sat down. 

" Suppose we go into the choir," said De 
Stancy presently. " Nobody sits out here 
in the shadows." 

' " This is sufficiently near, and we have a 
candle," Paula murmured. 

Before another minute had passed the 
candle flame began to drown in its own 
grease, slowly dwindled, and went out. 

" I suppose that means I am to go into 
the choir in spite of myself. Heaven is on 
your side," said Paula. And rising they left 
their now totally dark corner, and joined the 
noiseless shadowy figures who in twos and 
threes kept passing up the nave. 

Within the choir there was a blaze of light, 
partly from the altar, and more particularly 
from the image of the saint whom they had 
assembled to honour, which stood, sur- 
rounded by candles and a thicket of flowering 
plants, some way in advance of the foot- 
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pace. A secondary radiance from the same 
source was reflected upward into their faces 
by the polished marble pavement, except 
when interrupted by the shady forms of the 
officiating priests. 

When it was over and the people were 
moving off, De Stancy and his companion 
went towards the saint, now besieged by 
numbers of women anxious to claim the 
respective flower-pots they had lent for the 
decoration. As each struggled for her own, 
seized and marched off with it, Paula re- 
marked — **This rather spoils the solemn 
effect of what has gone before." 

" I perceive you are a harsh Puritan." 

" No, Captain De Stancy ! Why will you 
speak so ? I am far too much otherwise. 
I have grown to be so much of your way 
of thinking, that I accuse myself, and am 
accused by others, of being worldly, and half- 
and-half, and other dreadful things — though 
it isn't that at all." 

They were now walking down the nave, 
preceded by the sombre figures with the 
pot-flowers, who were just visible in the rays 
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that reached them through the distant choir- 
screen at their back ; while above the grey 
night sky and stars looked in upon them 
through the high clerestory windows. 

" Do be a little more of my way of think- 
ing ! " rejoined De Stancy passionately. 

" Don't, don't speak," she said rapidly. 
" There are Milly and Champreau !" 

Milly was one of the maids, and Champreau 
the courier and valet who had been engaged 
by Abner Power. They had been sitting 
behind the other pair throughout the service, 
and indeed knew rather more of the relations 
between Paula and De Stancy than Paula 
knew herself. 

Hastening on the two latter went out, and 
walked together silently up the short street. 
The Place St. Denis was now lit up, lights 
shone from the hotel windows, and the world 
without the cathedral had so far advanced 
in nocturnal change that it seemed as if they 
had been gone from it for hours. Within 
the hotel they found the change even greater 
than without. Mrs. Goodman met them 
half-way on the stairs. 
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*' Poor - Charlotte is worse," she said. 
" Quite feverish, and almost delirious." 

Paula reproached herself with "Why did 
I go away ! " 

The common interest of De Stancy and 
Paula in the sufferer at once reproduced an 
ease between them as nothing else could 
have done. The physician was again called 
in, who prescribed certain draughts, and 
recommended that some one should sit up 
with her that night. If Paula allowed 
demonstrations of love to escape her towards 
anybody it was towards Charlotte, and her 
instinct was at once to watch by the invalid's 
couch herself, at least for some hours, it being 
deemed unnecessary to call in a regular 
nurse unless she should sicken further. 

" But I will sit with her," said De Stancy. 
" Surely you had better go to bed ? " Paula 
would not be persuaded ; and thereupon De 
Stancy, saying he was going into the town 
for a short time before retiring, left the 
room. 

The last omnibus returned from the last 
train, and the inmates of the hotel retired to 
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rest. Meanwhile a telegram had arrived for 
Captain De Stancy ; but as he had not yet 
returned it was put in his bedroom, with 
directions to the night-porter to remind him 
of its arrival. 

Paula sat on with the sleeping Charlotte. 
Presentlyshe retired into the adjacent sitting- 
room with a book, and flung herself on a 
couch, leaving the door open between her 
and her charge, in case the latter should 
awake. While she sat a new breathing 
seemed to mingle with the regular sound of 
Charlotte's that reached her through the 
doorway : she turned quickly, and saw her 
uncle standing behind her. 

" Oh — I thought you were in Paris ! " said 
Paula. 

" I have just come from there — I could 
not stay. Something has occurred to my 
mind about this affair." His strangely 
marked visage, now more noticeable from 
being worn with fatigue, had a spectral effect 
by the night-light. 

" What affair ? " 

" This marriage. . . . Paula, De Stancy is 



122 A LAODICEAN. 

a good fellow enough, but you must not 
accept him just yet." 

Paula did not answer. 

" Do you hear ? You must not accept 
him," repeated her uncle, " till I have been to 
England and examined into matters. I start 
in an hour's time — by the ten-minutes-past- 
two train." 

" This is something very new." 

"Yes — 'tis new," he murmured, relapsing 
into his Dutch manner. " You must not 
accept him till something is made clear to me. 
I have' come from Paris to say so." 

" Uncle, I don't understand this. I am 
my own mistress in all matters, and though 
I don't mind telling you I have by no 
means resolved to accept him, the question 
of her marriage is especially a woman's own 
affair." 

Her uncle stood irresolute for a moment, 
as if his convictions were more than his 
proofs. " I say no more at present," he 
murmured. ** Can I do anything for you 
about a new architect ? "' 

" Appoint HavilL" 
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" Very well. Good night." And then he 
left her. In a short time she heard him go 
down and out of the house, to cross to Eng- 
land by the morning steamboat. 

With a little shrug, as if she resented his 
interference in so delicate a point, she settled 
herself down anew to her book. 

One, two, three hours passed, when Char- 
lotte awoke, but soon slumbered sweetly 
again. Milly had stayed up for some time 
lest her mistress should require anything; 
but the girl being sleepy Paula sent her to 
bed. 

It was a lovely night of early summer, and 
drawing aside the window curtains she looked 
out upon the flowers and trees of the Place, 
now quite visible, for it was nearly three 
o'clock, and the morning light was growing 
strong. She turned her face upwards. Ex- 
cept in the case of one bedroom all the 
windows on that side of the hotel were in 
darkness. The room being rather close she 
left the casement ajar, and opening the door 
walked out upon the staircase landing. A 
number of caged canaries were kept here, and 
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she observed in the dim light of the landing 
lamp how snugly their heads were all tucked 
in. On returning to the sitting-room again 
she could hear that Charlotte was still slum- 
bering, and this encouraging circumstance 
disposed her to go to bed herself. Before, 
however, she had made a move a gentle tap 
came to the door. 

Paula opened it. There, in the faint light 
by the sleeping canaries, stood Charlotte's 
brother. 

" How is she now ? ** he whispered. 

" Sleeping soundly," said Paula. 

" That's a blessing. I have not been to 
bed. I came in late, and have now come 
down to know if I had not better take your 
place ? " 

" Nobody is required, I think. But you 
can judge for yourself." 

Up to this point they had conversed in the 
doorway of the sitting-room, which De Stancy 
now entered, crossing it to Charlotte's apart- 
ment. He came out from the latter at a 
pensive pace. 

" She is doing well/^ he said, gently. "You 
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have been very good to her. Was the chair 
I saw by her bed the one you have been 
sitting in all night ? " 

" I sometimes sat there ; sometimes here." 

" I wish I could have sat beside you, and 
held your hand — I speak frankly." 

" To excess." 

" And why not ? I do not wish to hide 
from you any corner of my breast, futile as 
candour may be. Just Heaven ! for what 
reason is it ordered that courtship, in which 
soldiers are usually so successful, should be 
a failure with me ? " 

" Your lack of foresight chiefly in indulging 
feelings that were not encouraged. That, 
and my uncle s indiscreet permission to you 
to travel with us, have precipitated our rela- 
tions in a way that I could neither foresee 
nor avoid, though of late I have had appre- 
hensions that it might come to this. You vex 
and disturb me by such words of regret." 

" Not more than you vex and disturb me. 
But you cannot hate the man who loves you 
so devotedly ? " 

" I have said before I don't hate you. I 
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repeat that I am interested in your family and 
its associations because of its complete con- 
trast with my own/' She might have added, 
" And I am additionally interested just now 
because my uncle has forbidden me to be." 

" But you don't care enough for me per- 
sonally to save my happiness." 

Paula hesitated ; from the moment De 
Stancy confronted her she had felt that this 
nocturnal conversation was to be a grave 
business. The cathedral clock struck three. 
" I have thought once or twice," she said with 
a naivetd unusual in her, "that if I could 
be sure of giving peace and joy to your 
mind by becoming your wife, I ought to 
endeavour to do so and make the best of it 
— merely as a charity. But I believe that 
feeling is a mistake : your discontent is con- 
stitutional, and would go on just the same 
whether I accepted you or no. My refusal 
of you is purely an imaginary grievance." 

" Not if I think otherwise." 

" Oh no," she murmured, with a sense that 
the place was very lonely and silent. "If you 
think it otherwise I suppose it is otherwise." 
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" My darling ; my Paula ! " he said, seizing 
her hand. " Do promise me something. You 
must indeed ! " 

" Captain De Stancy ! " she said, trembling 
and turning away. "Captain De Stancy!" 
She tried to withdraw her fingers, then faced 
him, exclaiming in a firm voice a third time, 
" Captain De Stancy ! let go my hand ; for I 
tell you I will not marry you ! " 

" Good God!" he cried, dropping her hand. 
** What have I driven you to say in your 
anger ! Retract it — oh, retract it ! " 

" Don't urge me further as you value my 
good opinion ! " 

" To lose you now, is to lose you for ever. 
Come, please answer ! " 

" I won't be compelled ! " she interrupted 
with vehemence. " I am resolved not to be 
yours — not to give you an answer to-night ! 
Never, never will I be reasoned out of my 
intention ; and I say I won't answer you to- 
night ! I should never have let you be so 
much with me but for pity of you ; and now it 
is come to this ! " 

She had sunk into a chair, and now leaned 
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upon her hand, and buried her face in her 
handkerchief. He had never caused her any- 
such agitation as this before. 

" You stab me with your words," continued 
De Stancy. " The experience I have had 
with you is without parallel, Paula. It seems 
like a distracting dream." 

" I won't be hurried by anybody ! " 

*' That may mean anything," he said, with 
a perplexed, passionate air. *' Well, mine is 
a fallen family, and we must abide caprices. 
Would to Heaven it was extinguished ! " 

" What was extinguished ?'" she murmured. 

" The De Stancys. Here am I, a home- 
less wanderer, living on my pay ; in the 
next room lies she, my sister, a poor little 
fragile feverish invalid with no social position 
— and hardly a friend. We two represent 
the De Stancy line ; and I wish we were 
behind the iron door of our old vault at 
Sleeping-Green. It can be seen by looking 
at us and our circumstances that we cry for 
the earth and oblivion ! " 

" Captain De Stancy, it is not like that, I 
assure you," sympathised Paula with damp 
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eyelashes. ** I love Charlotte too dearly for 
you to talk like that, indeed* I don't want to 
marry you exactly; and yet I cannot bring 
myself to say I permanently reject you, 
because I remember you are Charlotte's 
brother, and do not wish to be the cause of 
any morbid feelings in you which would ruin 
your future prospects." 

*' My dear life, what is it you doubt in me ? 
Your earnestness not to do me harm makes 
it all the harder for me to think of never 
being more than a friend." 

" Well, I have not positively refused ! " she 
exclaimed, in mixed tones of pity and distress. 
" Let me think it over a little while. It is 
not generous to urge so strongly before I can 
collect my thoughts, and at this midnight 
time ! " 

*' Darling, forgive it ! — There, Fll say no 
more." 

He then offered to sit up in her place for 
the remainder of the night ; but Paula 
declined, assuring him that she meant to 
stay only another half-hour, after which 
nobody would be necessary, 
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He had already crossed the landing to 
ascend to his room, when she stepped after 
him, and asked if he had received his tele- 
gram. 

" No," said De Stancy. " Nor have I 
heard of one." 

Paula explained that it was put in his 
room, that he might see it the moment he 
came in. 

"It matters very little," he replied, " since 
I shall see it now. Good-night, dearest; 
good-night ! " he added, tenderly. 

She gravely shook her head. *' It is not 
for you to express* yourself like that," she 
answered. " Good-night, Captain De Stancy." 

He went up the stairs to the second floor, 
and Paula returned to the sitting-room. 
Having left a light burning De Stancy pro- 
ceeded to look for the telegram, and found it 
on the carpet, where it had been swept from 
the table. When he had opened the sheet 
a sudden solemnity overspread his face. He 
sat down, rested his elbow on the table, and 
his forehead on his hands. 

Captain De Stancy did not remain thus 
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long. Rising he went softly downstairs. 
The grey morning had by this time crept 
into the hotel, rendering a light no longer 
necessary. The old clock on the landing 
was within a few minutes of four, and the 
birds were hopping up and down their cages, 
and whetting their bills. He tapped at the 
sitting-room, and she came instantly. 

" But I told you it was not necessary " 

she began. 

" Yes, but the telegram," he said hurriedly. 
" I wanted to let you know first that — it is 
very serious. Paula — my father is dead! 
He died suddenly yesterday, and I must go 
at once. . . . About Charlotte — and how to 
let her know " 

"She must not be told yet," said Paula. 
♦ . . Sir William dead ! " 

" You think we had better not tell her just 
yet ? " said De Stancy, anxiously. " That's 
what I want to consult you about, if you — - 
don't mind my intruding." 

" Certainly I don't," she said. 

They continued the discussion for some 
time; and it was decided that Charlotte 



132 A LAODICEAN. 

should not be informed of what had happened 
till the doctor had been consulted, Paula 
promising to account for her brother's depar- 
ture. 

De Stancy then prepared to leave for 
England by the first morning train, and 
roused the night-porter, which functionary, 
having packed off Abner Power, was dis-. 
covered asleep on the sofa of the landlord's 
parlour. At half-past five Paula, who in the 
interim had been pensively sitting with her 
hand to her chin, quite forgetting that she 
had meant to go to bed, heard wheels with- 
out, and looked from the window. A fly 
had been brought round, and, pne of the 
hotel servants was in the act of putting up 
^ portmanteau with De Stancy's initials upon 
it. A minute afterwards the captain can:\e .to 
her door. 

" I thought you had not gone to bed, after 
all" 

" I was anxious to see you off," said she, 
" since neither of the others is awake ; and 
you wished me not to rouse them." 

*' Quite right, you are very good ; " and 
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lowering his voice : " Paula, it is a sad and 
solemn time with me. — ^Will you grant me 
one word — not on our last sad subject, but 
on the previous one — before I part with you 
to go and bury my father ? " 

" Certainly," she said, in gentle accents. 

"Then have you thought over my posi- 
tion ? Will you at last have pity upon my 
loneliness by becoming my wife ? " 

Paula sighed deeply ; and said, " Yes." 

" Your hand upon it." 

She gave him her hand : he held it a few 
moments, then raised it to his lips, and was 
gone. 

When Mrs. Goodman rose she was in- 
formed of Sir William's death, and of his 
son's departure. 

*' Then the captain is now Sir William De 
Stancy ! " she exclaimed. " Really, Paula, 
since you would be Lady De Stancy by 
marrying him, I almost think " 

*'Hush, aunt!" 

" Well ; what are you writing there ? '' 

" Only entering in my diary that I accepted 
him this morning, in spite of Uncle Abner." 
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CHAPTER XL 

On the evening of the fourth day after the 
parting between Paula and De Stancy at 
Amiens, when it was quite dark in the Mark- 
ton highway, except in so far as the shades 
were broken by the faint lights from the 
adjacent town, a young man knocked softly 
at the door of Myrtle Villa, and asked if 
Captain De Stancy had arrived from abroad. 
He was answered in the affirmative, and in 
a few moments the captain himself came from 
an adjoining room. 

Seeing that his visitor was Dare, from 
whom, as will be remembered, he had parted 
at Carlsruhe in no very satisfied mood, De 
Stancy did not ask him into the house, but 
putting on his hat went out with the youth 
into the public road. Here they conversed 
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as they walked up and down, Dare beginning 
by alluding to the death of Sir William, the 
suddenness of which he feared would delay 
Captain De Stancy's overtures for the hand 
of Miss Power. 

*'No/' said De Stancy, moodily. *'On 
the contrary, it has precipitated matters." 

" She has accepted you, captain ? " 

*' We are engaged to be married." 

" Well done ! I congratulate you." The 
speaker was about to proceed to further 
triumphant notes on the intelligence, when, 
casting his eye upon the upper windows of 
the neighbouring villa, he appeared to reflect 
on what was within them, and checking him- 
self said, " When is the funeral to be ? " 

"To-morrow," De Stancy replied. "It 
would be advisable for you not to come near 
me during the day." 

" I will not. I will be a mere spectator. 
The old vault of our ancestors will be opened, 
I presume, captain ? " 

" It is opened." 

" I must see it — and ruminate on what 
we once were: it is a thing I like doing. 
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The ghosts of our dead Ah, what was 

that?" 

" I heard nothing." 

" I thought I heard a footstep behind us." 

They stood still ; but the road appeared 
to be quite deserted, and likely to continue 
so for the remainder of that evening. They 
walked on again, speaking in somewhat 
lower tones than before. 

"Will the late Sir William's death delay 
the wedding much ? " asked the younger 
man curiously. 

De Stancy languidly answered that he did 
not see why it should do so. Some little 
time would of course intervene, but, since 
there were several reasons for despatch, he 
should urge Miss Power and her relatives 
to consent to a virtually private wedding 
which might take place at a very early date ; 
and he thought there would.be a general 
consent on that point. 

" There are indeed reasons for despatch. 
Your title. Sir William, is a new safeguard 
over her heart, certainly ; but there is many 
a slip, and you must not lose her now." 
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" I don't mean to lose her ! *' said De 
Stancy* " She is too good to be lost And 
yet— since she gave her promise I have felt 
more than once that I would not engage in 
such a struggle again. It was not a thing 
of my beginning, though I was easily enough 
inflamed to follow. But I will not lose her 
now. — For God's sake, keep that secret you 
have so foolishly pricked on your breast It 
fills me with remorse to think what she with 
her scRipulous notions will feel, should she 
ever know of you and your history, and your 
relation to me ! " 

Dare made no reply till after a silence, 
when he said, " Of course mum's the word 
till the wedding is over." 

"And afterwards — promise that for hef 
sake ? " 

"And probably afterwards.'' 

Sir William De Stancy drew a dejected 
breath at the tone of the answer. They 
conversed but a little while longer, the captain 
hinting to Dare that it was time for them to 
part ; not, however, before he had uttered 
a hope that the young man would turn over 
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a new leaf and engage in some regular 
pursuit Promising to call upon him at his 
lodgings De Stancy went indoors, and Dare 
briskly retraced his steps to Markton. 

When his footfall had died away, and the 
door of the house opposite had been closed, 
another man appeared upon the scene. He 
came gently out of the hedge opposite Myrtle 
Villa, which he paused to regard for a 
moment. But instead of going town-ward, 
he turned his back upon the distant sprinkle 
of lights, and did not check his walk till he 
reached the lodge of Stancy Castle. 

Here he pulled the wooden acorn beside 
the arch, and when the porter appeared his 
light revealed the pedestrian s countenance 
to be scathed, as by lightning. 

" I beg your pardon, Mr. Power,*' said the 
porter with sudden deference as he opened 
the wicket. " But we wasn't expecting any- 
body to-night, as there is nobody at home, 
and the servants on board-wages ; and that's 
why I was so long a-coming." 

" No matter, no matter," said Abner Power. 
" I have returned on sudden business, and 
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have not come to stay longer than to-night. 
Your mistress is not with me. I meant to 
sleep in Markton, but have changed my 
mind." 

Mr. Power had brought no luggage with 
him beyond a small handbag, and as soon 
as a room could be got ready he retired to 
bed. 

The next morning he passed in idly walk- 
ing about the grounds and observing the 
progress which had been made in the works 
— now temporarily suspended. But that 
inspection was less his object in remaining 
there than meditation, was abundantly evi- 
dent. When the bell began to toll from the 
neighbouring church to announce the burial 
of Sir William De Stancy, he passed through 
the castle, and went on foot in the dirqction 
indicated by the sound. Reaching the margin 
of the churchyard he looked over the wall, 
his presence being masked by bushes and 
a group of idlers from Markton who stood 
in front. Soon a funeral procession of simple 
— ^almost meagre and threadbare — character 
arrived, but Power did not join the people 
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who followed the deceased into the church. 
De Stancy was the chief mourner and only- 
relative present, the other followers of the 
broken-down old man being an ancient lawyer, 
a couple of faithful servants, and a bowed 
villager who had been page to the late Sir 
William's father — the single living person 
left in the parish who remembered the De 
Stancys as people of wealth and influence, 
and who firmly believed that family would 
come into its rights ere long, and oust the 
uncircumcised Philistines who had taken 
possession of the old lands. 

The funeral was over, and the rusty 
carriages had gone, together with many of 
the spectators ; but Power lingered in the 
churchyard as if he were looking for some one. 
At length he entered the church, passing by 
the cavernous pitfall with descending steps 
which stood open outside the wall of the 
De Stancy aisle. Arrived within he scanned 
the few idlers of antiquarian tastes who had 
remained after the service to inspect the 
monuments ; and beside a recumbent effigy 
• — the effigy in alabaster whose features Paula 
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had wiped with her handkerchief when there 
with Somerset — he beheld the man it had 
been his business to find. Abner Power 
went up and touched this person, who was 
Dare, on the shoulder. 

" Mr. Power — so it is ! " said the youth. 
" I have not seen you since we met in Carls-» 
ruhe." 

" You shall see all the more of me now to 
make up for it. Shall we walk round the 
church ? " 

" With all my heart," said Dare. 

They walked round; and Abner Power 
began in a sardonic recitative : *' I am a 
traveller, and it takes a good deal to astonish 
me. So I neither swooned nor screamed 
when I learnt a few hours ago what I had 
suspected for a week, that you are of the 
house ^nd lineage of Jacob." He flung a 
nod towards the canopied tombs as he spoke. 
- — " In other words, that you are of the same 
breed as the De Stancys." 

Dare cursorily glanced round. Nobody 
was near enough to hear their words, the 
nearest persons being two workmen just 
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outside, who were bringing their tools up 
from the vault preparatively to closing it. 

Having observed this Dare replied, " I, 
too, am a traveller ; and neither do I swoon 
nor scream at what you^ say. But I assure you 
that if you busy yourself about me, you may 
truly be said to busy yourself about nothing.^' 

" Well, that's a matter of opinion. Now, 
there's no scarlet left in my face to blush for 
men's follies ; but as an alliance is afoot 
between my niece and the present Sir 
William, this must be looked into." 

Dare reflectively said "Oh," as he observed 
through the window one of the workmen 
bring up a candle from the vault and ex- 
tinguish it with his fingers. 

" The marriage is desirable, and your 
relationship in itself is of no consequence," 
continued the elder ; " but just look at this. 
You have forced on the marriage by un- 
scrupulous means, your object being only 
too clearly to live out of the proceeds of that 
marriage." 

" Mr. Power, you mock me, because I 
labour under the misfortune of having an 
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illegitimate father to provide for. I really 
deserve commiseration." 

" You might deserve it if that were all. 
But it looks bad for my niece's happiness 
as Lady De Stancy, that she and her husband 
are to be perpetually haunted by a young 
chevalier d' industries who can forge a telegram 
on occasion, and libel an innocent man by an 
ingenious device in photography. It looks 
so bad, in short, that, advantageous as a title 
and old family name would be to her and her 
children, I won't let my brother's daughter 
run the risk of having them at the expense 
of being in the grip of a man like you. There 
are other suitors in the world, and other titles : 
and she is a beautiful woman, who can well 
afford to be fastidious. I shall let her know 
at once of these things, and break off the 
business — unless you do one things 

A workman brought up another candle 
from the vault, and prepared to let down the 
slab. "Well, Mr. Power, and what is that 
one thing?" said Dare. 

" Go to Peru as my agent in a business I 
have just undertaken there." 
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" And setde there ? ** 

"Of course. I am soon going over myself, 
and will bring you anything you require." 

"How long will you give me to consider?" 
said Dare. 

Power looked at his watch. "One, two, 
three, four hours," he said. " I leave Mark- 
ton by the seven o'clock train this evening." 

"And if I meet your proposal with a 
negative ? " 

" I shall go at once to my niece and tell 
her the whole circumstances — tell her that, 
by marrying Sir William, she allies herself 
with an unhappy gentleman in the power of 
a criminal son who makes his life a burden to 
him by perpetual demands upon his purse; 
who will increase those demands with his 
accession to wealth, threaten to d^rade her 
by exposing her husband's antecedents if she 
opposes his extortions, and who will make her 
miserable by letting her know that her old 
lover was shamefully victimised by a youth 
she is bound to screen out of respect to her 
husband's feelings. Now a man does not care 
to let his own flesh and blood incur the danger 
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of such anguish as that, and I shall do what 
I say to prevent it. Knowing what a luke- 
warm sentiment hers is for Sir William at 
best, I shall not have much difficulty." 

" Well, I don't feel inclined to go to Peru." 

"Neither do I want to break off the match, 
though I am ready to do it. But you care 
about your personal freedom, and you might 
be made to wear the broad arrow for your 
tricks on Somerset." 

" Mr. Power, I see you are a hard man." 

" I am a hard man. You will find me one. 
Well, will you go to Peru.'* Or I don't mind 
Australia or California as alternatives. As 
long as you choose to remain in either of 
those wealth-producing places, so long will 
Cunningham Haze go uninformed." 

" Mr. Power, I am overcome. Will you 
allow me to sit down ? Suppose we go into 
the vestry. It is more comfortable." 

They entered the vestry, and seated them- 
selves in two chairs, one at each end of the 
table. 

"In the mean time," continued Dare, " to 
lend a little romance to stern realities, Til tell 
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you a singular dream I had just before you 
returned to England." Power looked con- 
temptuous, but Dare went on : "I dreamt 
that once upon a time there were two brothers, 
born of a Nonconformist family, one of whom 
became a railway-contractor, and the other a 
mechanical engineer." 

" A mechanical engineer — good," said 
Power, beginning to attend. 

"When the first went abroad in his pro- 
fession, and became engaged on continental 
railways, the second, a younger man, looking 
round for a start, also betook himself to the 
continent. But though ingenious and scien- 
tific, he had not the business capacity of the 
elder, whose rebukes led to a sharp quarrel 
between them ; and they parted in bitter 
estrangement — never to meet again as it 
turned out, owing to the dogged obstinacy 
and self-will of the younger man. He, after 
this, seemed to lose his moral ballast alto- 
gether, and after some eccentric doings he 
was reduced to a state of poverty, and took 
lodgings in a court in a back street of a town 
we will call Geneva, considerably in doubt as 
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to what steps he should take to keep body 
and soul together." 

Abner Power was shooting a narrow ray 
of eyesight at Dare from the corner of his 
nearly closed lids. "Your dream is so inr 
teresting," he said, with a hard smile, '* that 
I could listen to it all day." 

" Excellent ! " said Dare, and went on : 
"Now it so happened that the house opposite 
to the one taken by the mechanician was 
peculiar. It was a tall narrow building, 
wholly unornamented, the walls covered with 
a layer of white plaster cracked and soiled by 
time. I seem to see that house now ! Six 
stone steps led up to the door, with a rusty 
iron railing on each side, and under these 
steps were others which went down to a 
cellar — in my dream of course." 

" Of course — in your dream," said Power, 
nodding comprehensively. 

" Sitting lonely and apathetic without a 
light, at his own chamber-window at night- 
time, our mechanician frequently observed 
dark figures descending these steps, and 
ultimately discovered that the house was the 
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meeting-place of a fraternity of political philo- 
sophers, whose object was the extermination 
of tyrants and despots, and the overthrow of 
established religions. The discovery was 
startling enough, but our hero was not easily 
startled. He kept their secret and lived on 
as before. At last the mechanician and his 
affairs became known to the society, as the 
affairs of the society had become known to 
the mechanician, and, instead of shooting him 
as one who knew too much for their safety, 
they were struck with his faculty for silence, 
and thought they might be able to make use 
of him." 

" To be sure," said Abner Power. 

" Next, like friend Bunyan, I saw in my 
dream that denunciation was the breath of 
life to this society. At an earlier date in its 
history, objectionable persons in power had 
been from time to time murdered, and 
curiously enough numbered ; that is, upon 
the body of each was set a mark or seal, 
announcing that he was one of a series. But 
at this time the question before the society 
related to the substitution for the dagger. 
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which was vetoed as obsolete, of some ex- 
plosive machine that would be both more 
effectual and less difficult to manage ; and 
in short, a large reward was offered to our 
needy Englishman if he would put their ideas 
of such a machine into shape." 

Abner Power nodded again, his complexion 
being peculiar — ^which might partly have 
been accounted for by the reflection of window- 
light from the green-baize table-cloth. 

"He agreed, though no politician whatever 
himself, to exercise his wits on their account, 
and brought his machine to such a pitch of 
perfection, that it was the identical one used 
in the memorable attempt — " (Dare whispered 
the remainder of the sentence in tones so low 
that not a mouse in the corner could have 
heard.) "Well, the inventor of that explosive 
has naturally been wanted ever since by all 
the heads of police in Europe. But the most 
curious — or perhaps the most natural — part 
of my story is, that our hero, after the catas- 
trophe, grew disgusted with himself and his 
comrades, acquired, in a fit of revulsion, quite 
a conservative taste in politics, which was 
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Strengthened greatly by the news he indirectly 
received of the great wealth and respectability 
of his brother, who had had no communion 
with him for years, and supposed him dead. 
He abjured his employers and resolved to 
abandon them : but before coming to England 
he decided to destroy all trace of his com- 
bustible inventions by dropping them into 
the neighbouring lake at night from a boat. 
You feel the room close, Mr. Power ? " 

^* No, I suffer from attacks of perspiration 
whenever I sit in a consecrated edifice — that's 
all. Pray go on.*' 

" In carrying out this project, an explosion 
occurred, just as he was throwing the stock 
overboard : it blew up into his face, wounding 
him severely, and nearly depriving him of 
sight. The boat was upset, but he swam 
ashore in the darkness, and remained hidden 
till he recovered, though the scars produced 
by the burns had been set on him for ever. 
This accident, which was such a misfortune 
to him as a man, was an advantage to him as 
a conspirators' engineer retiring from practice, 
and afforded him a disguise both from his own 
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brotherhood and from the police, which he 
has considered impenetrable, but which is 
getting seen through by one or two keen eyes 
as time goes on. Instead of coming to 
England just then, he went to Peru, connected 
himself with the guano trade, I believe, and 
after his brothers death revisited England, 
his old life obliterated as far as practicable 
by his new principles. He is known only 

« 

as a great traveller to his surviving relatives, 
though he seldom says where he has travelled. 
Unluckily for himself, he is wanted by certain 
European governments as badly as ever." 

Dare raised his eyes as he concluded his 
narration. As has been remarked, he was 
sitting at one end of the vestry-table, Power 
at the other, the green cloth stretching be- 
tween them. On the edge of the table ad- 
joining Mr. Power a shining nozzle of metal 
was quietly resting, like a dog's nose. It 
was directed point-blank at the young man. 

Dare started. " Ah — a revolver ? " he said. 

Mr. Power nodded placidly, his hand still 
grasping the pistol behind the edge of the 
table. " As a traveller I always carry one of 
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'em," he returned ; " and for the last five 
minutes I have been closely considering 
whether your numerous brains are worth 
blowing out or no. The vault yonder has 
suggested itself as convenient and snug for 
one of the same family; but the mental 
problem that stays my hand is, how am I to 
despatch and bury you there without the 
workmen seeing." 

" 'Tis a strange problem, certainly," replied 
Dare, " and one on which I fear I could not 
give disinterested advice. Moreover, while 
you, as a traveller, always carry a weapon of 
defence, as a traveller so do I. And for the 
last three-quarters of an hour I have been 
thinking concerning you, an intensified form 
of what you have been thinking of me, but 
without any concern as to your interment. 
See here for a proof of it." And a second 
steel nose rested on the edge of the table 
opposite to the first, steadied by Dare s right 
hand. 

They remained for some time motionless, 
the tick of the tower clock distinctly audible 
in the silence of this dead-lock. 
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Mr. Power spoke first. 

"A well-balanced position," he said. 
" Well, 'twould be a pity to make a mess here 
under such dubious circumstances. Mr. 
Dare, I perceive that a mean vagabond can 
be as sharp as a political regenerator. I cry 
quits, if you care to do the same ? " 

Dare assented, and the pistols were put 
away. 

" Then we do nothing at all, either side ; 
but let the course of true love run on to 
marriage — that's the understanding, I think?" 
said Dare as he rose. 

"It is," said Power; and turning on his 
heel, he left the vestry. 

Dare retired to the church and thence to 
the outside, where he idled away a few 
minutes in looking at the workmen, who were 
now lowering into its place a large stone slab 
bearing the words, " De Stancy," which 
covered the entrance to the vault. When 
the footway of the churchyard was restored 
to its normal condition Dare pursued his way 
to Markton. 

Abner Power walked back to the castle at 
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a slow and equal pace, as though he carried 
an over-brimming vessel on his head. He 
silently let himself in, entered the long gal- 
lery, and sat down. The length of time that 
he sat there was so remarkable as to raise 
that interval of inanition to the rank of a feat. 
Powers eyes glanced through one of the 
window-casements : from a hole without he 
saw the head of a tom-tit protruding. He 
listlessly watched the bird during the succes- 
sive epochs of his thought, till night came, 
without any perceptible change occurring in 
him. Such fixity would have meant nothing 
else than sudden death in any other man, but 
in Mr. Power it merely signified that he was 
engaged in ruminations which necessitated a 
more extensive survey than usual. At last, 
at half-past eight, after having sat for five 
hours with his eyes on the residence of the 
tom-tits, to whom night had brought cessation 
of thought, if not to him who had observed 
them, he rose amid the shades of the furniture, 
and rang the bell. There was only a servant 
or two in the castle, one of whom presently 
came with a light in her hand and a startled 
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look upon her face, which was not reduced ^ 
when she recognised him ; for in the opinion 
of that household there was something ghoul- 
like in Mr. Power, which made him no desir- 
able guest. 

He ate a late meal, and retired to bed, 
where he seemed to sleep not unsoundly. 
The next morning he received a letter which 
afforded him infinite satisfaction and gave his 
stagnant impulses a new momentum. He 
entered the library, and amid objects swathed 
in brown holland sat down and wrote a note 
to his niece at Amiens. Therein he stated 
that, finding that the Anglo-South- American 
house with which he had recently connected 
himself required his presence in Peru, it 
obliged him to leave without waiting for her 
return. He felt the less uneasy at going, 
since he had learnt that Captain De Stancy 
would return at once to Amiens to his sick 
sister, and see them safely home when she 
improved. He afterwards left the castle, 
disappearing towards a railway station some 
miles above Markton, the road to which lay 
across an unfrequented down. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

It was a fine afternoon of late summer, nearly 
three months subsequent to the death of Sir 
William De Stancy and Paula's engagement 
to marry his successor in the title. George 
Somerset had started on a railway journey 
tha^t took him through the wooded district 
which lay around Stancy Castle. Having 
resigned his appointment as architect to that 
important structure — a resignation which had 
been accepted by Paula through her solicitor 
— he had bidden farewell to the locality after 
putting matters in such order that his suc- 
cessor, whoever he might be, should have no 
difficulty in obtaining the particulars necessary 
to the completion of the work in hand. 
Hardly to his surprise this successor was 
Havill. Somerset had less reluctance than 
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before in abandoning the undertaking to 
Haviirs untrained judgment from the circum- 
stance that the design was matured, even to 
the working drawings, and the walls too far 
advanced for any material alteration ; so that 
mere constructional superintendence was all 
that he had deputed — a, branch of the pro- 
fession in which Havill was a proficient. 

Somerset's resignation had been tendered 
in no hasty mood. On returning to England, 
and in due course to the castle, everything 
bore in upon his mind the exceeding sorrow- 
fulness — ^he would not say humiliation — of 
continuing to act in his former capacity for a 
woman who, from seeming more than a dear 
friend, had become less than an acquaintance. 
Though bitterly reproaching her at every 
moment, he was unable to contemn her, and 
could not criticise her ; indeed Somerset was 
still in too regretful a state to see anything 
in Paula but the unattainable one who had 
chosen to renounce him. He blamed himself, 
not her, for having been made the fool of his 
wishes ; and despite his resolve, half hankered 
for the opportunity of being near her that the 
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office of her architect would still afford, 
whether or not she should have become the 
wife of another man. But, after the diseased 
sentiment of moods like this, a reasonable 
defiance stirred in his breast, and he saw how 
intolerable it would be to come in contact 
with her under such altered circumstances, 
the ghosts of sweet remembrances for ever 
arising before him in maddening contrast 
with her altered eyes. 

So he resigned ; but now, as the train drew 
on into that once beloved tract of country, 
the images which met his eye threw him back 
in point of emotion to very near where he 
had been before making himself a stranger 
here. The train entered the cutting on 
whose brink he had walked when the carriage 
containing Paula and her friends surprised 
him the previous summer. He looked out 
of the window : they were passing the well- 
known curve that led up to the tunnel con- 
structed by her father, into which he had 
gone when the train came by and Paula had 
been alarmed for his life. There was the 
path they had both climbed afterwards, in- 
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voluntarily seizing each other s hand ; the 
bushes, the grass, the flowers, everything just 
the same : 

" Here was the pleasant place, 

And nothing wanting was, save She, alas ! " 

When they came out of the tunnel at the 
other end he caught a glimpse of the distant 
castle-keep, and the well-remembered walls 
beneath it. The experience so far tran- 
scended the intensity of what is called mourn- 
ful pleasure as to make him wonder how he 
could have miscalculated himself to the ex- 
tent of supposing that he might return hither 
with controllable emotion. 

On entering Markton station he withdrew 
into a remote corner of the carriage, and 
closed his eyes with a resolve not to open 
them till the embittering scenes should be 
passed by. He had not long to wait for this 
event. When again in motion his eye fell 
upon the skirt of a lady's dress opposite, the 
owner of which had entered and seated her- 
self so softly as not to attract his attention. 

'' Ah, indeed ! " he exclaimed as he looked 
up to her face. " I had not a notion that 
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it was you ! " He went over and shook hands 
with Charlotte De Stancy. 

*' I am not going far," she said ; " only to 
the next station. We often run down in 
sumitier time. Are you going far ? " 

" I am going to Normandy by way of 
Cherbourg, to finish out my summer holiday." 

Miss De Stancy thought that would be 
very nice. 

" Well, I hope so. But I fear it won't." 

After saying that, Somerset fell into con- 
sideration, asking himself why he should 
mince matters with so genuine and sympa- 
thetic a girl as Charlotte de Stancy ? She 
could tell him particulars which, notwithstand- 
ing the anguish they would cause him, he 
burned to know. Moreover, he might never 
again have an opportunity of knowing them, 
since she and he would probably not meet 
for years to come, if at all. 

" Have the castle works progressed pretty 
rapidly under the new architect ? " he accord- 
ingly asked. 

" Yes," said Charlotte in her haste — then 
adding that she was not quite sure if they 
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had progressed so rapidly as before ; blush-- 
ingly correcting herself at this point and that 
in the tinkering manner of a nervous organi- 
sation aiming at nicety where It was not 
required. 

"Well, I should Tiave liked to carry out 
the undertaking to its end," said Somerset. 
" But I felt I could not consistently do so. 
Miss Power — " (here a lump came into 
Somerset's throat — so responsive was he yet 
to her image) "seemed to have lost confi- 
dence in me, and — it was best that the con-» 
nection should be severed." 

There was a long pause. " She was very 
sorry about it," said Charlotte, gently. 

" What made her alter so ? — I never can 
think ! " 

Before replying Charlotte waited again, as 
if to accumulate the necessary force for honest 
speaking at the expense of pleasantness. "It 
was the telegram that began it, of course," 
she answered. 

" Telegram ? " 

She looked up at him in quite a frightened 
way — little as there was to be frightened at 
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in a quiet fellow like him in this sad time of 
his life — ^and said, " Yes : some telegram — '. 
I think — when you were in trouble ? For- 
give my alluding to it ; but you asked me 
the question." 

Somerset began reflecting on what mes- 
sages he had sent Paula, troublous or other- 
wise. All he had sent had been sent from 
the castle, and were as gentle and mellifluous 
as sentences well could be which had neither 
articles nor pronouns. " I don't understand," 
he said. " Will you explain a little more — 
as plainly as you like — without minding my 
feelings ? " 

"A telegram from Nice, I think?" 

" I never sent one." 

" Oh ! The one I meant was about 
money." 

Somerset shook his head. " No," he mur- 
mured, with the composure of a man who, 
knowing he had done nothing of the sort 
himself, was blinded by his own honesty to 
the possibility that another might have done 
it for him. " That must be some other affair 
with which I had nothing to do. Oh no, it 
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was nothing like that; the reason for her 
change of manner was quite different ! " 

So timid was Charlotte in Somerset's pre- 
sence, that her timidity at this juncture 
amounted to blameworthiness. The distress- 
ing scene which must have followed a clearing 
up there and then of any possible misunder- 
standing, terrified her imagination ; and quite 
confounded by contradictions that she could 
not reconcile, she held her tongue, and ner- 
vously looked out of the window. 

" I have heard that Miss Power is soon to 
be married," continued Somerset, with a bold- 
ness that astonished himself 

" Yes," Charlotte murmured. *' It is sooner 
than it ought to be by rights, considering 
how recently my dear father died ; but there 
are reasons in connection with my brother's 
position against putting it off ; and it is to be 
absolutely simple and private." 

There was another interval. " May I ask 
when it is to be ? " he said. 

" Almost at once — this week." 

Somerset started back as if some stone had 
hit his face. Certain as he had been that a 
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marriage between Paula and De Stancy was 
impending, he had not anticipated such 
promptitude as this. Still there was nothing 
wonderful in it : engagements broken in 
upon by the death of a near relative of one 
of the parties had been often carried out in a 
subdued form with no longer delay. 

But he could not easily say much more, 
and Charlotte's station was now at hand. 
She bade him farewell on the platform ; and 
he resumed his seat and rattled on to Bud- 
mouth, whence he intended to cross the 
Channel by steamboat that night. 

He hardly knew how the evening passed 
away. He had taken up his quarters at an 
old-fashioned inn on the quay, and as the 
night drew on he stood gazing from the 
coffee-room window at the steamer outside, 
which nearly thrust its spars through the 
bedroom casements, and at the goods that 
were being tumbled on board as only shippers 
can tumble them. All the goods were laden, 
a lamp was put on each side the gangway, 
the engines broke into a crackling roar, and 
people began to enter. They were only 
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waiting for the last train ; then they would 
be off. Still Somerset did not move : he 
was thinking of that curious half-told story of 
Charlotte's, about a telegram to Paula for 
money from Nice, Not once till within the 
last half-hour had it recurred to his mind 
that he had met Dare both at Nice and at 
Monte Carlo ,• that at the latter place he had 
been absolutely out of money and wished to 
borrow, showing considerable sinister feeling 
when Somerset declined to lend ; that on 
one or two previous occasions he had reasons 
for doubting Dare's probity; and that ill 
spite of the young man's impoverishment at 
Monte Carlo he had, a few days later, beheld 
him in shining raiment at Carlsruhe. Somer- 
set, though misty in his conjectures, was 
seized with a growing conviction that there 
was something in Miss De Stancy's allusion 
to the telegram which ought to be explained. 
Without considering how he personally 
would be able to explain it, he felt an insur- 
mountable objection to cross the water that 
night, or till he had been able to see Char* 
lotte again, and learn more of her meaning* 
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He countermanded the order to put his 
luggage on board, watched the steamer out 
of the harbour, and went to bed. He might 
as well have gone to battle, for any rest that 
he got. On rising the next morning and 
noting how extremely vague was the course 
to which he had committed himself he felt 
rather blank, though none the less convinced 
that the matter required investigation. He 
left Budmouth by a morning train, and about 
eleven o'clock found himself in Markton. 

The momentum of a practical inquiry took 
him through that ancient borough without 
leaving him much leisure for those reveries 
which had yesterday lent an unutterable sad- 
ness to every object there. It was just 
before noon that he started for the castle, 
intending to arrive at a time of the mortiing 
when, as he knew from experience, he could 
speak to Charlotte without difficulty. The 
rising ground soon revealed the old towers 
to him, and, jutting out behind them, the 
scaffoldings for the new wing. 

While halting here on the knoll in some 
doubt about his movements he beheld a man 
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coming along the road, and was soon con- 
fronted by his former competitor, HavilL 
The first instinct of each was to pass with a 
nod, but a second instinct for intercourse was 
sufficient to bring them to a halt. After a 
few superficial words had been spoken Somer- 
set said, " You have succeeded me." 

" I have," said Havill ; " but little to my 
advantage. I have just heard that my com- 
mission is to extend no further than roofing 
in the wing that you began, and had I known 
that before, I would have seen the castle fall 
flat as Jericho before I would have accepted 
the superintendence. But I know who I 
have to thank for that — De Stancy." 

Somerset still looked towards the distant 
battlements. On the scaffolding, among the 
white-jacketed workmen, he could discern 
one figure in a dark suit. 

"You have a clerk of the works, I see," 
he observed. 

" Nominally I have, but practically I 
haven't." 

" Then why do you keep him ? " 

" I can't help myself. He is Mr. Dare ; 
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and having been recommended by a higher 
power than I, there he must stay in spite of 
me. 

" Who recommended him ? '' 

'* The same — De Stancy." 

" It is very odd," murmured Somerset, 
*'but that young man is the object of my 
visit." 

'' You had better leave him alone," said 
Havill dryly. 

Somerset asked why. 

"Since I call no man master over that 
way I will inform you.'' Havill then related 
in splenetic tones, to which Somerset did not 
care to listen till the story began to advance 
itself, how he had passed the night with 
Dare at the inn, and the incidents of that 
night, relating how he had seen some letters 
on the young man's breast which long had 
puzzled him. "They were an E, a T, an 
N, and a C. I thought over them long, till 
it eventually occurred to me that the word 
when filled out was 'De Stancy,' and that 
kinship explains the offensive and defensive 
alliance between them." 
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" But, good heavens, man ! " said Somerset, 
more and more disturbed. " Does she know 
of it ? " 

" You may depend she does not yet ; but 
she will soon enough. Hark — there it is ! " 
The notes of the castle clock were heard 
striking noon. " Then it is all over." 

" What ? — ^not their marriage ! " 

*' Yes. Didn't you know it was the wed- 
ding day ? They were to be at the church 
at half-past eleven. I should have waited 
to see her go, but it was no sight to hinder 
business for, as she was only going to drive 
over in her brougham with Miss De Stancy." 

" My errand has failed ! '' said Somerset, 
turning on his heel. ** Til walk back to the 
town with you." 

However he did not walk far with Ha- 
vill ; society was too much at that moment 
As soon as opportunity offered he branched 
from the road by a path, and avoiding the 
town went by railway to Budmouth, whence 
he resumed, by the night steamer, his journey 
to Normandy. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

To return to Charlotte De Stancy. When 
the train had borne Somerset from her side^ 
and she had regained her self-possession, she 
became conscious of the true proportions of 
the fact he had asserted. And, further, if 
the telegfam had not been his, why should 
the photographic distortion be trusted as a 
phase of his existence ? But after a while 
it seemed so improbable to her that God's 
sun should bear false witness, that instead of 
doubting both evidences she was inclined to 
readmit the first. Still, upon the whole, she 
could not question for long the honesty of 
Somerset's denial; and if that message had 
indeed been sent by him, it must have been 
done while he was in another such an unhappy 
state as that exemplified by the portrait. 
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The supposition reconciled all differences ; 
and yet she could not but fight against it with 
all the strength of a generous affection. 

All the afternoon her poor little head was 
busy on this perturbing question, till she 
inquired of herself whether after all it might 
not be possible for photographs to represent 
people as they had never been. Before re- 
jecting the hypothesis she determined to have 
the word of a professor on the point, which 
would be better than all her surmises. Re- 
turning to Markton early, she told the coach* 
man whom Paula had sent, to drive her to 
the shop of Mr. Ray, an obscure photographic 
artist in that town, instead of straight home. 

Ray's establishment consisted of two divi- 
sions, the respectable and the shabby. If, 
on entering the door, the visitor turned to 
the left, he found himself in a magazine of 
old clothes, old furniture, china, umbrellas, 
guns, fishing-rods, dirty fiddles, and split 
flutes. Entering the right-hand room, which 
had originally been that of an independent 
house, he was in an ordinary photographer^s 
and print-collector's depository, to which a 
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certain artistic solidity was imparted by a few^ 
oil paintings in the background. Charlotte 
made for the latter department, and when 
she was inside Mr. Ray appeared in person 
from the lumber-shop adjoining, which, de- 
spite its manginess, contributed by far the 
greater share to his income. 

Charlotte put her question simply enough* 
The man did not answer her directly, but 
soon found that she meant no harm to him* 
He told her that such misrepresentations 
were quite possible, and that they embodied 
a form of humour which was getting more 
and more into vogue among certain facetious 
classes of society. 

Charlotte was coming away when she 
asked, as on second thoughts, if he had any 
specimens of such work to show her. 

" None of my own preparation," said Mn 
Ray, with unimpeachable probity of tone* 
'* I consider them libellous myself. Still, I 
have one or two samples by me, which I 
keep merely as curiosities. — There's one," he 
said, throwing out a portrait card from a 
drawer. " That represents the German Em- 
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peror in a violent passion : this one shows 
the Prime Minister out of his mind ; this the 
Pope of Rome the worse for liquor." 

She inquired if he had any local speci- 
mens. 

"Yes/' he said, "but I prefer not to 
exhibit them unless you really ask for a par- 
ticular one that you mean to buy." 

^' I don't want any." 

"Oh, I beg pardon, miss. Well, I shouldn't 
myself have known such things were pro- 
duced, if there had not been a young man 
here at one time who was very ingenious in 
these matters — a Mr. Dare. He was quite 
a gent, and only did it as an amusement, and 
not for the sake of getting a living." 

Charlotte had no wish to hear more. On 
her way home she burst into tears : the 
entanglement was altogether too much for 
her to tear asunder, even had not her own 
instincts been urging her two ways, as they 
were. 

To immediately right Somerset's wrong 
was her impetuous desire as an honest woman 
who loved him ; but such rectification would 
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be the jeopardising of all else that gratified 
her — the marriage of her brother with her 
dearest friend — ^now on the very point of 
accomplishment. It was a marriage which 
seemed to promise happiness, or at least 
comfort, if the old flutter that had transiently- 
disturbed Paula's bosom could be kept from 
reviving, to which end it became imperative 
to hide from her the discovery of injustice 
to Somerset. It involved the advantage of 
leaving Somerset free ; and though her own 
tender interest in him had been too well 
schooled by habitual self-denial to run ahead 
on vain personal hopes, there was nothing 
more than human in her feeling pleasure in 
prolonging Somerset's singleness. Paula 
might even be allowed to discover his wrongs 
when her marriage had put him out of her 
power. But to let her discover his ill-treat- 
ment now might upset the impending union 
of the families, and wring her own heart with 
the sight of Somerset married in her brother's 
place. 

Why Dare, or any other person, should have 
set himself to advance her brother's cause 
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by such unscrupulous blackening of Somer- 
set's character was more than her sagacity 
could fathom. Her brother was, as far as 
she could see, the only man who could 
directly profit by the machination, and was 
therefore the natural one to suspect of having 
set it going. But she would not be so dis- 
loyal as to entertain the thought long; and 
who or what had instigated Dare, who was 
undoubtedly the proximate cause of the mis- 
ichief, remained to her an inscrutable mystery. 
The contention of interests and desires 
with honour in her heart shook Charlotte all 
that night ; but good principle prevailed. 
The wedding was to be solemnised the very 
next morning, though for before-mentioned 
reasons this was hardly known outside the 
two houses interested; and there were no 
visible preparations either at villa or castle. 
De Stancy and his groomsman — a brother 
officer — slept at the former residence. 
. De Stancy was a sorry specimen of a 
bridegroom when he met his sister in the 
morning. Thick-coming fancies, for which 
there was more than good reason, had dis- 
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turbed him only too successfully, and he was 
as full of apprehension as one who has a 
league with Mephistopheles. Charlotte told 
him nothing of what made her likewise so 
wan and anxious, but drove off to the castle, 
as had been planned, about nine o'clock, 
leaving her brother and his friend at the 
breakfast-table. 

That clearing Somerset's reputation from 
the stain which had been thrown on it 
would cause a sufficient reaction in Paula's 
mind to dislocate present arrangements she 
did not so seriously anticipate, now that 
morning had a little calmed her. Since the 
rupture with her former architect Paula had 
sedulously kept her own counsel, but Char- 
lotte assumed from the ease with which she 
seemed to do it that her feelings towards him 
had never been inconveniently warm; and 
she hoped that Paula would learn of Somer- 
set's purity with merely the generous pleasure 
of a friend, coupled with a friend's indigna- 
tion against his traducer. 

Still, the possibility existed of stronger 
emotions, and it was only too evident to poor 
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Charlotte that, knowing this, she had still 
less excuse for delaying the intelligence till 
the strongest emotion would be purposeless. 

On approaching the castle the first object 
that caught her eye was Dare, standing 
beside Havill on the scaffolding of the new 
wing. He was looking down upon the drive 
and court, as if in anticipation of the event. 
His contiguity flurried her, and instead of 
going straight to Paula she sought out Mrs. 
Goodman. 

** You are come early: that's right!" said 
the latter. '* You might as well have slept 
here last night. We have only Mr. Ward-* 
law, the London lawyer you have heard of, 
in the house. Your brother's solicitor was 
here yesterday ; but he returned to Markton 
for the night. We miss Mr. Power so much 
— it is so unfortunate that he should have 
been obliged to go abroad, and lieave us un- 
protected women with so much responsibility.'' 

■* Yes, I know," said Charlotte quickly, 
having a shy distaste for the details of what 
troubled her so much in the gross. 

*' Paula has inquired for you." 

VOL. III. N 
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" What IS she doing ? " 

" She is in her room : she has not begun 
to dress yet. Will you go to her ? " 

Charlotte assented. " I have to tell her 
something," she said, "which will make no 
difference, but which I should like her to 
know this morning — at once. I have dis- 
covered that we have been entirely mistaken 
about Mr. Somerset." She nerved herself 
to relate succinctly what had come to her 
knowledge the day before. 

Mrs. Goodman was much impressed. She 
had never clearly heard before what circum- 
stances had attended the resignation of 
Paula's architect. "We had better not tell 
her till the wedding is over," she presently 
said ; " it would only disturb her, and do no 
good." 

"But will it be right .^" asked Miss De 
Stancy. 

" Yes, it will be right if we tell her after- 
wards. Oh yes — it must be right," she 
repeated, in a tone which showed that her 
opinion was unstable enough to require a 
little fortification by the voice. " She loves 
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your brother; she must, since she is going 
to marry him ; and it can make little dif- 
ference whether we rehabilitate the character 
of a friend now, or some few hours hence. 
The author of those wicked tricks on Mn 
Somerset ought not to go a moment un- 
punished." 

" That's what I think ; and what right 
have we to hold our tongues even for a few 
hours ? " 

Charlotte found that by telling Mrs. Good- 
man she had simply made two irresolute 
people out of one, and, as Paula was now 
inquiring for her, she went upstairs without 
having come to any decision* 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Paula was in her boudoir, writing down 
some notes previous to beginning her wed- 
ding toilet, which was designed to harmonise 
with the simplicity that characterised the 
other arrangements. She owned that it was 
depriving the neighbourhood of a pageant 
which it had a right to expect of her ; but 
the circumstances were inexorable. 

Mrs. Goodman entered Paula's room 
immediately behind Charlotte. Perhaps the 
only difference between the Paula of to-day 
and the Paula of last year was an accession 
of thoughtfulness, natural to the circumstances 
in any case, and more particularly when, as 
now, the bride's isolation made self-depend- 
ence a necessity. She was sitting in a light 
dressing-gown, and her face, which was 
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rather pale, flushed at the entrance of 
Charlotte and her aunt. 

'* I knew you were come," she said, when 
Charlotte stooped and kissed her. ** I heard 
you. I have dojie nothing this morning, and 
feel dreadfully unsettled. Is all well ? " 

The question was put without thought, 
but its aptness seemed almost to imply an 
intuitive knowledge of their previous con- 
versation. " Yes," said Charlotte, tardily. 

*'Well, now, Clementine shall dress you, 
and I can do with Milly," continued Paula. 
•* Come along. — Well aunt — what's the 
matter ? — and you Charlotte ? You look 
harassed." 

" I have not slept well," said Charlotte. 

" And have not you slept well either, aunt ? 
You said nothing about it at breakfast." 

"Oh, it is nothing," said Mrs. Goodman 
quickly. " I have been disturbed by learning 
of somebody's villainy. I am going to tell 
you all some time to-day, but it is not im- 
portant enough to disturb you with now." 

"No mystery!" argued Paula. "Come! 
it is not fair." 
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" I don't think it is quite fair," said Miss 
De Stancy, looking from one to the other in 
some distress. " Mrs. Goodman — I must 
tell her ! Paula, Mr. Som " 

" He's dead ! " cried Payla, sinking into 
a chair and turning as pale as marble. *' Is 
he dead ? — tell me," she whispered. 

" No, no — he's not dead — he is very well^ 
and gone to Normandy for a holiday ! " 

" Oh — I am glad to hear it," answered 
Paula, with a sudden cool mannerliness. 

*' He has been misrepresented," said Mrs. 
Goodman. " That's all." 

" Well ? " said Paula, with her eyes bent 
on the floor. 

" I have been feeling that I ought to tell 
you clearly, dear Paula," declared her friend. 
" It is absolutely false about his telegraphing 
to you for money — it is absolutely false that 
his character is such as that dreadful picture 
represented it. There — that's the substance 
of it, and I can tell you particulars at any 
time." 

But Paula would not be told at any time. 
A dreadful sorrow sat in her face : she in- 
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sisted upon learning everything about the 
matter there and then, and there was no 
withstanding her. 

When it was all explained she said in a 
low tone : "It is that pernicious, evil man 
Dare — ^yet why is it he ? — ^what can he have 
meant by it ? Justice before generosity, even 
on one's wedding-day. Before I become any 
man's wife this morning FU see that wretch 
in jail ! The affair must be sifted. . . . Oh, 
it was a wicked thing to serve anybody so ! 
— rU send for Cunningham Haze this moment 
— the culprit is even now on the premises, I 
believe — acting as clerk of the works ! " The 
usually well-balanced Paula was excited, and 
scarcely knowing what she did went to the 
bell-pull. 

" Don't act hastily, Paula," said her aunt. 
" Had you not better consult Sir William ? 
He will act for you in this." 

"Yes. — He is coming round in a few 
minutes,*' said Charlotte, jumping at this 
happy thought of Mrs. Goodman's. " He's 
going to run across to see how you are 
getting on. He will be here by ten." 
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*' Yes — he promised last mght." 

She had scarcely done speaking when the 
prancing of a horse was heard in the ward 
below, and in a few minutes a servant 
announced Sir William De Stancy. 

De Stancy entered sajong, " I have ridden 
across for ten minutes, as I said I would do, 
to know if everything is easy and straight- 
forward for you. There will be time enough 
for me to get back and prepare if I start 
in ten minutes. — ^Well ? " 

"I am ruffled," said Paula, allowing him 
to take her hand. 

" What is it ? " said her betrothed. 

As Paula did not immediately answer 
Mrs. Goodman beckoned to Charlotte, and 
they left the room together. 

"A man has to be given in charge, or 
a boy, or a demon," she replied. " I was 
going to do it, but you can do it better than 
I. He will run away if we don't mind." 

" But, my dear Paula, who is it ? — ^what 
has he done ? '* 

*' It is Dare — that young man you see out 
there against the sky." She looked from the 
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window sideways towards the new wing, on 
the roof of which Dare was walking promi- 
nently about, after having assisted two of 
the workmen in putting a red streamer on 
the tallest scaffold-pole. "You must send 
instantly for Mr. Cunningham Haze ! " 

" My dearest Paula," repeated De Stancy 
faintly, his complexion changing to that 
of a man who had died. 

" Please send for Mr. Haze at once," re- 
turned Paula, with graceful firmness. " I 
said I would be just to a wronged man 
before I was generous to you — and I will. 
That lad Dare — to take a practical view of 
it — has attempted to defraud me of one 
hundred pounds sterling, and he shall suffer. 
I won't tell you what he has done besides, 
for though it is worse, it is less tangible. 
When he is handcuffed and sent off to jail 
rU proceed with my dressing. Will you 
ring the bell ? " 

" Had you not better — consider ? " began 
De Staricy. 

"Consider!" said Paula, not without indig- 
nation. " I have considered. Will you kindly 
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ring, Sir William, and get Thomas to ride at 
once to Mr. Haze? Or must I rise from this 
chair and do it myself ? " 

"You are very hasty and abrupt this morn- 
ing, I think,'* he faltered. 

Paula rose determinedly from the chair. 

" Since you won't do it, I must," she said. 

" No, dearest ! — Let me beg you not to ! " 

" Sir William De Stancy ! " 

She moved towards the bell -pull ; but he 
stepped before and intercepted her. 

"You must not ring the bell for that 
purpose," he said, with husky deliberateness, 
looking into the depths of her face. 

" It wants two hours to the time when you 
might have a right to express such a command 
as that,'' she said haughtily. 

" I certainly have not the honour to be 
your husband yet," he sadly replied, "but 
surely you can listen ? There exist reasons 
against giving this boy in charge which I 
could easily get you to admit by explanation ; 
but I would rather, without explanation, have 
you take my word, when I say that by doing 
so you are striking a blow against both your- 
self and me." 



DE STANCY AND PAULA. 1 87 

Paula, however, had rung the bell. 

"You are jealous of somebody or some- 
thing perhaps ! " she said in tones which 
showed how fatally all this was telling against 
the intention of that day. " I will not be a 
party to baseness, if it is to save all my 
fortune ! " 

The bell was answered quickly. But De 
Stancy, though plainly in great misery, did 
not give up his point. Meeting the servant 
at the door before he could enter the room 
he said, " It is nothing ; you can go again." 

Paula looked at the unhappy baronet in 
amazement; then turning to the servant, who 
stood with the door in his hand, said, " Tell 
Thomas to saddle the chestnut, and " 

" It's all a mistake," insisted De Stancy. 
" Leave the room, James ! " 

James looked at his mistress. 

" Yes, James, leave the room," she calmly 
said, sitting down. " Now what have you to 
say?" she asked, when they were again alone. 
"Why must I not issue orders in my own 
house ? Who is this young criminal, that 
you value his interests higher than my 
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honour ? I have delayed for one moment 
sending my messenger to the chief constable 
to hear your explanation — only for that." 

" You will still persevere ? " 

" Certainly. Who is he ? " 

" Paula ... he is my son." 

She remained still as death while one might 
count ten ; then turned her back upon him. 
" I think you had better go away," she 
whispered. " You need not come again." 

He did not move. " Paula — do^you indeed 
mean this •? " he asked. 

" I do." 

De Stancy walked a few paces, then said 
in a low voice : " Miss Power, I knew — I 
guessed just now, as soon as it began — that 
we were going to split on this rock. Well 
— let it be — it cannot be helped ; destiny is 
supreme. The boy was to be my ruin ; he 
is my ruin, and rightly. But before I go 
grant me one request. Do not prosecute 
him ! Believe me, I will do everything I 
can to get him out of your way. He shall 
annoy you no more. . . . Do you promise ? " 

"I do," she said. "Now please leave me." 
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" Once more — am I to understand that no 
marriage is to take place to-day between you 
and me ? " 

" You are." 

Sir William De Stancy left the room. It 
was noticeable throughout the interview that 
his manner had not been the manner of a 
man altogether taken by surprise. During 
the few preceding days his mood had been 
that of the gambler seasoned in ill-luck, who 
adopts pessimist surmises as a safe back- 
ground to his most sanguine hopes. 

She remained alone for some time. Then 
she rang, and requested that Mr. Wardlaw, 
her father's solicitor and friend, would come 
up to her. A messenger was despatched, not 
to Mr. Cunningham Haze, but to the parson 
of the parish, who in his turn sent to the 
clerk and clerk's wife, then busy in the church. 
On receipt of the intelligence the two latter 
functionaries proceeded to roll up the carpet 
which had been laid from the door to the 
gate, put away the kneeling-cushions, locked 
the doors, and went off to inquire the reason 
of so strange a countermand. It was soon 
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proclaimed in Markton that the marriage had 
been postponed for a fortnight in consequence 
of the bride's sudden indisposition ; and less 
public emotion was felt than the case might 
have drawn forth, from the ignorance of the 
majority of the populace that a wedding had 
been going to take place at all. 

Meanwhile Miss De Stancy had been 
closeted with Paula for ;nore than an hour. 
It was a difficult meeting, and a severe test 
to any friendship but that of the most sterling 
sort. In the turmoil of her distraction, which 
might well have been severe, Charlotte had 
the consolation of knowing that if her act of 
justice to Somerset at such a moment were 
the act of a simpleton, it was the only course 
open to honesty. But Paula's cheerful serenity 
in some measure laid her own troubles to rest, 
till they were reawakened by a rumour — 
which got wind some weeks later, and quite 
drowned all other surprises — of the true 
relation between the vanished clerk of works, 
Mr. Dare, and the fallen family of De Stancy. 
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CHAPTER I. 

•* I HAVE decided that I cannot see Sir 
William again ; I shall go away," said Paula 
on the evening of the next day, as she lay 
on her bed in a flushed and highly strung 
condition, though a person who had heard 
her words without seeing her face would have 
assumed perfect equanimity to be the mood 
which expressed itself with such quietness. 
This was the case with her aunt, who was 
looking out of the window at some idlers 
from Markton walking round the castle with 
their eyes bent upon its windows, and she 
made no haste to reply. 

"Those people have come to see me, as 
they have a right to do when a person acts 
so strangely," Paula continued. " And hence 
I am better away." 

VOL. III. o 
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" Where do you think to go to ? " 

Paula replied in the tone of one who was 
actuated entirely by practical considerations : 
" Out of England certainly. And as Nor- 
mandy lies nearest, I think I shall go there. 
It is a very nice country to ramble in." 

" Yes, it is a very nice country to ramble 
in," echoed her aunt, in moderate tones. 
" When do you intend to start ? " 

" I should like to cross to-night. You 
must go with me, aunt ; will you not ? " 

Mrs. Goodman expostulated against such 
suddenness. "It will redouble the rumours 
that are afloat, if, after being supposed ill, you 
are seen going off by railway perfectly well." 

"That's a contingency which I am quite 
willing to run the risk of. Well, it would be 
rather sudden, as you say, to go to-night. But 
we'll go to-morrow night at latest." Under 
the influence of the decision she bounded up 
like an elastic ball and went to the glass, 
which showed a light in her eye that had not 
been there before this resolution to travel in 
Normandy had been taken. 

The evening and the next morning wfcrfc 
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passed in writing a final note of dismissal to 
Sir William De Stancy, in making arrange- 
ments for the journey, and in commissioning 
Havill to take advantage of their absence by 
emptying certain rooms of their furniture, and 
repairing their dilapidations — ^a work which, 
with that already in hand, would complete the 
section for which he had been engaged. Mr. 
Wardlaw had left the castle ; so also had 
Charlotte, by her own wish, her residence there 
having been found too oppressive to herself 
to be continued for the present. Accompanied 
by Mrs. Goodman, Milly, and C16mentine, the 
elderly French maid, who still remained with 
them, Paula drove into Markton in the 
twilight and took the train to Budmouth. 

When they got there they found that an 
unpleasant breeze was blowing out at sea, 
though inland it had been calm enough. 
Mrs. Goodman proposed to stay at Budmouth 
till the next day, in hope that there might be 
smooth water; but an English seaport inn 
being a thing that Paula disliked more than 
a rough passage, she would not listen to this 
counsel. Other impatient reasons, too, might 
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have weighed with her. When night came 
their looming miseries began. Paula found 
that in addition to her own troubles she had 
those of three other people to support ; but 
she did not audibly complain. 

" Paula, Paula," said Mrs. Goodman from 
beneath her load of wretchedness, " why did 
we think of undergoing this ? " 

A slight gleam of humour crossed Paula's 
not particularly blooming face, as she 
answered, *' Ah, why indeed ? " 

" What is the real reason, my dear ? For 
God's sake tell me ! " 

"It begins with S." 

" Well, I would do anything for that young 
man short of personal martyrdom ; but really 
when it comes to that " 

" Don't criticise me, auntie, and I won't 
criticise you." 

" Well, I am open to criticism just now, I 
am sure," said her aunt with a green smile ; 
and speech was again discontinued. 

The morning was bright and beautiful, and 
it could again be seen in Paula's looks that 
she was glad she had come, though, in taking 
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their rest at Cherbourg, fate consigned them 
to an hotel breathing an atmosphere that 
seemed specially compounded for depressing 
the spirits of a young woman ; indeed, no- 
thing had particularly encouraged her thus far 
in her somewhat peculiar scheme of searching 
out and expressing sorrow to a gentleman for 
having believed those who traduced him ; 
and this coup (Taudace to which she had 
committed herself began to look somewhat 
formidable. When in England the plan of 
following him to Normandy had suggested 
itself as the quicket, sweetest, and most 
honest way of making amends; but having 
arrived there she seemed further off from his 
sphere of existence than when she had been 
at Stancy Castle. Virtually she was, for if 
he thought of her at all, he probably thought 
of her there ; if he sought her he would seek 
her there. However, as he would probably 
never do the latter, it was necessary to go on. 
It had been her sudden dream, before start- 
ing, to light accidentally upon him in some 
romantic old town of this romantic old pro- 
vince, but she had become aware that the 
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recorded fortune of lovers in that respect was 
not to be trusted too implicitly. 

Somerset's search for her in the south was 
now inversely imitated. By diligent inquiry 
in Cherbourg during the gloom of evening, 
in the disguise of a hooded cloak, she learnt 
out the place of his stay while there, and 
that he had gone thence to Lisieux. What 
she knew of the architectural character of 
Lisieux half guaranteed the truth of the in- 
formation. Without telling her aunt of this 
discovery she announced to that lady that it 
was her great wish to go on and see the 
beauties of Lisieux. 

But though her aunt was simple, there 
were bounds to her simplicity. " Paula," she 
said, with an undeceivable air, " I don't think 
you should run after a young man like this. 
Suppose he shouldn't care for you by this 
time." 

It was no occasion for further affectation. 
" I am sure he will," answered her niece flatly. 
" I have not the least fear about it ; nor 
would you, if you knew how he is. He will 
forgive me anything." 
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"Well, jpray don't show yourself forward. 
Some people are apt to fly into extremes." 

Paula blushed a trifle, and reflected, and 
made no answer. However, her purpose 
seemed not to be permanently affected, for 
the next morning she was up betimes and 
preparing to depart; and they proceeded 
almost without stopping to the architectural 
curiosity-shop which had so quickly interested 
her. Nevertheless, her ardent manner of 
yesterday underwent a considerable change, 
as if she had a fear that, as her aunt sug- 
gested, in her endeavour to make amends 
for cruel injustice, she was allowing herself 
to be carried too far. 

On nearing the place she said, "Aunt, I 
think you had better call upon him ; and you 
need not tell him we have come on purpose. 
Let him think, if he will, that we heard he 
was here, and would not leave without seeing 
him. You can also tell him that I am anxious 
to clear up a misunderstanding, and ask him 
to call at our hotel." 

But as she looked over the dreary suburban 
erections which lined the road from the rail- 
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way to the old quarter of the town, it occurred 
to her that Somerset would at that time of 
day be engaged in one or other of the 
mediaeval buildings thereabout, and that it 
would be a much neater thing to meet him as 
if by chance in one of these edifices than to 
call upon him anjrwhere. Instead of putting 
up at any hotel, they left the maids and bag- 
gage at the station ; and hiring a carriage, 
Paula told the coachman to drive them to 
such likely places as she could think of. 

" He'll never forgive you," said her aunt, 
as they rumbled into the town. 

" Won't he," said Paula, with soft repose. 
'' rU see about that." 

" What are you going to do when you find 
him ? Tell him point-blank that you are in 
love with him ? " 

" Act in such a manner that he may tell me 
he is in love with me." 

They first visited a large church at the 
upper end of a square that sloped its gravelled 
surface to the western shine, and was pricked 
out with little avenues of young pollard limes. 
The church within was one to make any 
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Gothic architect take lodgings in its vicinity 
for a fortnight, notwithstanding that it was 
just now crowded with a forest of scaffolding 
by reason of repairs in progress. Mrs. 
Goodman sat down outside, and Paula, enter- 
ing, took a walk in the form of a horse-shoe ; 
that is, up the south aisle, round the apse, 
and down the north side ; but no figure of a 
melancholy young man sketching met her 
eye anywhere. The sun that blazed in at 
the west doorway smote her face as she 
emerged from beneath it, and revealed real 
sadness there. 

" This is not all the old architecture of the 
town by far," she said to her aunt with an 
air of confidence. " Coachman, drive to St. 
Jacques*." 

He was not at St. Jacques'. Looking from 
the west end of that building the girl ob- 
served the end of a steep narrow street of 
antique character, which seemed a likely 
haunt. Beckoning to her aunt to follow in 
the fly Paula walked down the street. 

She was transported to the Middle Ages. 
It contained the shops of tinkers, braziers, 
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bellows-menders, hollow-turners, and other 
quaintest trades, their fronts open to the 
street beneath stories of timber overhanging 
so far on each side that a slit of sky was left 
at the top for the light to descend, and no 
more. A blue misty obscurity pervaded 
the atmosphere, into which the sun thrust 
oblique staves of light. It was a street for 
a mediaevalist to revel in, toss up his hat 
and shout hurrah in, send for his luggage, 
come and live in, die and be buried in. She 
had never supposed such a street to exist 
outside the imaginations of antiquarians. 
Smells direct from the sixteenth century 
hung in the air in all their original integrity 
and without a modern taint. The faces of 
the people in the doorways seemed those of 
individuals who habitually gazed on the great 
Francis, and spoke of Henry the Eighth as 
the king across the sea. 

She inquired of a coppersmith if an Eng- 
lish artist had been seen here lately. With 
a suddenness that almost discomfited her he 
announced that such a man had been seen, 
sketching a house just below — the "Vieux 
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Manoir de Francois premier." Jiist turning 
to see that her aunt was following in the fly, 
Paula advanced to the house. The wood 
framework of the lower story was black and 
varnished ; the upper story was brown and not 
varnished; carved figures of dragons, griffins, 
satyrs, and mermaids swarmed over the front; 
an ape stealing apples was the subject of 
this cantilever, a man undressing of that 
These figures were cloaked with little cob- 
webs which waved in the breeze, so that 
each figure seemed alive. 

She examined the woodwork closely ; here 
and there she discerned pencil- marks which 
had no doubt been jotted thereon by Somer- 
set as points of admeasurement, in the way 
she had seen him mark them at the castle. 
Some fragments of paper lay below; there 
were pencilled lines on them, and they bore 
a strong resemblance to a spoilt leaf of 
Somerset's sketch-book. Paula glanced up, 
and from a window above protruded an old 
woman's head, which, with the exception of 
the white handkerchief tied round it, was so 
nearly of the colour of the carvings that she 
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might easily have passed as of a piece with 
them. The aged woman continued motion- 
less, the remains of her eyes being bent upon 
Paula, who asked her in Englishwoman's 
French where the sketcher had gone. With- 
out replying, the crone produced a hand and 
extended finger from her side, and pointed 
towards the lower end of the street. 

Paula went on, the carriage following with 
difficulty, on account of the obstructions in 
the thoroughfare. At bottom, the street 
abutted on a wide one with customary 
modern life flowing through it ; and as she 
looked, Somerset crossed her front along this 
street, hurrying as if for a wager. 

By the time that Paula had reached the 
bottom Somerset was a long way to the left, 
and she recognized to her dismay that the 
busy transverse street was one which led to 
the railway. She quickened her pace to a 
run ; he did not see her ; he even walked 
faster. She looked behind for the carriage. 
The driver in emerging from the sixteenth- 
century street to the nineteenth had appa- 
rently turned to the right, instead of to the 
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left as she had done, so that her aunt had 
lost sight of her. However, she did not 
mind it, if Somerset would but look back! 
He partly turned, but not far enough, and it 
was only to hail a passing omnibus upon 
which she discerned his luggage. Somerset 
jumped in, the omnibus drove on, and 
diminished up the long road. Paula stood 
hopelessly still, and in a few minutes puffs 
of steam showed her that the train had 
gone. 

She turned and waited, the two or three 
children who had gathered round her look- 
ing up sympathisingly in her face. Her 
aunt, having now discovered the direction 
of her flight, drove up and beckoned to 
her. 

" What's the matter ? " asked Mrs. Good- 
man in alarm. 

'^ Why ? " 

" That you should run like that, and look 
so woe-begone." 

" Nothing : only I have decided not to 
stay in this town." 

" What ! he is gone, I suppose ? " 
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"Yes!" exclaimed Paula with tears of 
vexation in her eyes. **It isn't every man 
who gets a woman of my position to run 
after him on foot, and alone, and he ought 
to have looked round ! Drive to the station ^ 
I want to make an inquiry." 

On reaching the station she asked the 
booking-clerk some questions, and returned 
to her aunt with a cheerful countenance. 
" Mr. Somerset has only gone to Caen," she 
said. "He is the only Englishman who 
went by this train, so there is no mistake. 
There is no other train for two hours. We 
will go on then — shall we ? " 

" I am indifferent," said Mrs. Goodman. 
" But, Paula, do you think this quite right ? 
Perhaps he is not so anxious for your for- 
giveness as you think. Perhaps he saw you, 
and wouldn't stay." 

A momentary dismay crossed her face, but 
it passed, and she answered, **Aunt, that's 
nonsense. I know him well enough, and 
can assure you that if he had only known I 
was running after him, he would have looked 
round sharply enough, and would have given 
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his little finger rather than have missed me ! 
I don't make myself so silly as to run after 
a gentleman without good grounds, for I 
know well that it is an undignified thing to 
do. Indeed, I could never have thought of 
doing it, if I had not been so miserably in 
the wrong ! " 
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CHAPTER II. 

That evening when the sun was dropping 
out of sight they started for the city of 
Somerset's pilgrimage. Paula seated her- 
self with her face towards the western sky, 
watching from her window the broad red 
horizon, across which moved scattered trees 
shrouded to human shapes, like the walking 
forms in Nebuchadnezzar's furnace. It was 
dark when the travellers drove into Caen. 

She still persisted in her wish to casually 
encounter Somerset in some aisle, lady-chapel, 
or crypt to which he might have betaken 
himself to copy and learn the secret of the 
great artists who had erected those nooks. 
Mrs. Goodman was for discovering his inn, 
and calling upon him in a straightforward 
way ; but Paula seemed afraid of it, and they 
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went out in the morning on foot. First 
they searched the church of St. Sauveur ; 
he was not there ; next the church of St. 
Jean ; then the church of St. Pierre ; but he 
did not reveal himself, nor had any verger 
seen or heard of such a man. Outside the 
latter church was a public flower-garden, and 
she sat down to consider beside a round 
pool in which water-lilies grew and gold-fish 
swam, near beds of fiery geraniums, dahlias, 
and verbenas just past their bloom. Her 
enterprise had not been justified by its results 
so far ; but meditation still urged her to 
listen to the little voice within and push on. 
She accordingly rejoined her aunt, and they 
drove up the hill to the Abbaye aux Dames, 
the day by this time having grown hot and 
oppressive. 

The church seemed absolutely empty, the 
void being emphasized by its grateful cool- 
ness. But on going towards the east end . 
they perceived a bald gentleman close to the 
screen, looking to the right and to the left 
as if much perplexed. Paula merely glanced 
over him, his back being towards her, and 
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turning to her aunt said softly, " I wonder 
how we get into the choir ? " 

" That's just what I am wondering," said 
the old gentleman, abruptly facing round, and 
Paula discovered that the countenance was 
not unfamiliar to her eye. Since knowing 
Somerset she had added to her gallery of 
celebrities a portrait of his father, the Aca- 
demician, and he it was who now confronted 
her. 

For the moment embarrassment, due to 
complicated feelings, brought a slight blush 
to her cheek, but being well aware that he 
did not know her, she answered, coolly 
enough, " I suppose we must ask some one." 

" And we certainly would if there were 
any one to ask," he said, still looking east- 
ward, and not much at her. " I have been 
here a long time, but nobody comes. Not 
that I want to get in on my own account; 
for though it is thirty years since I last set 
foot in this place, I remember it as if it were 
but yesterday." 

*' Indeed. I have never been here before," 
said Paula. 
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" Naturally. But I am looking for a young 
man who is making sketches in some of these 
buildings, and it is as likely as not that he is 
in the crypt under this choir, for it is just 
such out-of-the-way nooks that he prefers. 
It is very provoking that he should not have 
told me more distinctly in his letter where to 
find him." 

Mrs. Goodman, who had gone to make 
inquiries, now came back, and informed them 
that she had learnt that it was necessary to 
pass through the H6tel-Dieu to the choir, to 
do which they must go outside. Thereupon 
they walked on together, and Mr. Somerset, 
quite ignoring his troubles, made remarks 
upon the beauty of the architecture ; and in 
absence of mind, by reason either of the sub- 
ject, or of his listener, retained his hat in his 
hand after emerging from the church, while 
they walked all the way across the Place and 
into the Hospital gardens. 

" A very civil man," said Mrs. Goodman 
to Paula privately. 

" Yes," said Paula, who had not told her 
aunt that she recognised him. 
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One of the Sisters now preceded them to- 
wards the choir and crypt, Mr. Somerset 
asking her if a young Englishman was or had 
been sketching there. On receiving a reply 
in the negative, Paula nearly betrayed her- 
self by turning, as if her business there, too, 
ended with the information. However, she 
went on again, and made a pretence of look- 
ing round, Mr. Somerset also staying in a 
spirit of friendly attention to his country- 
women. They did not part from him till 
they had come out from the crypt, and again 
reached the west front, on their way to which 
he additionally explained that it was his son 
he was looking for, who had arranged to 
meet him here, but had mentioned no inn at 
which he might be expected. 

When he had left them, Paula informed 
her aunt whose company they had been 
sharing. Her aunt began expostulating with 
Paula for not telling Mr. Somerset what they 
had seen of his son's movements. "It would 
have eased his mind at least,*' she said. 

" I was not bound to ease his mind at the 
expense of showing what I would rather 
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conceal- I am continually hampered in such 
generosity as that by the circumstance of 
being a woman ! " 

"Well, it is getting too late to search 
further to-night." 

It was indeed almost evening twilight in 
the streets, though the graceful freestone 
spires to a . depth of about twenty feet from 
their summits were still dyed with the orange 
tints of a vanishing sun. The two relatives 
dined privately as usual, after which Paula 
looked out of the window of her room, and 
reflected upon the events of the day. A tower 
rising into the sky quite near at hand showed 
her that some church or other stood within 
a few steps of the hotel archway, and say- 
ing nothing to Mrs. Goodman, she quietly 
cloaked herself, and .went out towards it, 
apparently with the view of disposing of a 
portion of a dull dispiriting evening. The 
church was open, and on entering she found 
that it was* only lighted by seven candles 
burning before the altar of a chapel on the 
south side, the mass of the building being 
in deep shade. Motionless outlines, which 
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resolved themselves into the forms of kneel- 
ing women, were darkly visible among the 
chairs, and in the triforium above the arcades 
there was one hitherto unnoticed radiance, 
dim as that of a glowworm in the grass. It 
was seemingly the effect of a solitary tallow- 
candle behind the masonry. 

A priest came in, unlocked the door of a 
confessional with a click which sounded loud 
in the silence, and entered it ; a woman fol- 
lowed, disappeared within the curtain of the 
same, emerging ag'ain in about five minutes, 
followed by the priest, who locked up his 
door with another loud click, like a trades- 
man full of business, and came down the 
aisle to go out. In the lobby he spoke to 
another woman, who replied, " Ah, oui. Mon- 
sieur r Abb6 ! " 

Two women having spoken to him, thei;e 
could be no harm in a third doing likewise- 
" Monsieur TAbb^," said Paula in French,. 
" could you indicate to me the stairs of the 
triforium ? " and she signified her reason for 
wishing to know by pointing to the glimmer- 
ing light above. 
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'' Ah, he is a friend of yours, the English- 
man ? " pleasantly said the priest, recognising 
her nationality ; and taking her to a little 
door he conducted her up a stone staircase, 
at the top of which he showed her the long 
blind story over the aisle arches which led 
round to where the light was. Cautioning 
her not to stumble over the uneven floor, he 
left her and descended. His words had 
signified that Somerset was here. 

It was a gloomy place enough that she 
found herself in, but the seven candles below 
on the opposite altar, and a faint sky light 
from the clerestory, lent enough rays to guide 
her. Paula walked on to the bend of the 
apse : here were a few chairs, and the origin 
of the light. 

This was a candle stuck at the end of a 
sharpened stick, the latter entering a joint in 
the stones. A young man was sketching by 
the glimmer. But there was no need for the 
blush which had prepared itself beforehand ; 
the young man was Mr. Cockton, Somerset's 
youngest draughtsman. 

Paula could have cried aloud with disap- 
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pointment. Cockton recognized Miss Power, 
and appearing much surprised, rose from his 
seat with a bow, and said hastily, " Mr. 
Somerset left to-day." 

*' I did not ask for him," said Paula* 

"No, Miss Power : but I thought " 

" Yes, yes^ — ^you know, of course, that he 
has been my architect. Well, it happens 
that I should like to see him, if he can call 
on me. Which way did he go ? " 

" He's gone to Etretdt." 

" What for ? There are no abbeys to 
sketch at Etretit." 

Cockton looked at the point of his pencil, 
and with a hesitating motion of his lip an- 
swered, " Mr. Somerset said he was tired." 

" Of what ? " 

"He said he was sick and tired of holy 
places, and would go to some wicked spot or 
other, to get that consolation which holiness 
could not give. But he only said it casually 
to Knowles, and perhaps he did not mean it." 

" Knowles is here too ?'^ 

" Yes Miss Power, and Bowles. Mr. 
Somerset has been kind enough to give us a 
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chance of enlarging, our knowledge of French 
Early-pointed, and pays half the expenses." 

Paula said a few other things to the young 
man, walked slowly round the triforium as if 
she had come to examine it, and returned 
down the staircase. On getting back to the 
hotel she told her aunt, who had just been 
having a nap, that next day they would go 
to Etretdt for a change. 

**Why.^ There are no old churches at 
Etretdt." 

" No. But I am sick and tired of holy 
places, and want to go to some wicked spot 
or other to find that consolation which holi- 
ness cannot give." • 

" For shame, Paula ! Now I know what 
it is ; you have heard that he's gone there ! 
You needn't try to blind me." 

'' I don't care where he's gone ! " cried 
Paula, petulantly. In a moment, however, 
she smiled at herself, and added, '' You must 
take that for what it is worth* I have made 
up my mind to let him know from my own 
lips how the misunderstanding arose. That 
done, I shall leave him, and probably never 
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see him again. My conscience will be 
clear." 

The next day they took the steamboat 
down the Orne, intending to reach Etretdt 
by way of Havre. Just as they were moving 
off an elderly gentleman under a large white 
sunshade, and carrying his hat in his hand,, 
was seen leisurely walking down the wharf at 
some distance, but obviously making for the 
boat. 

" A gentleman ! " said the mate. 

" Who is he ? " said the captain. 

** An English," said Clementine. 

Nobody knew more, but as leisure was the 
order of the day the engines were stopped, 
on the chance of his being a passenger, and 
all eyes were bent upon him in conjecture. 
He disappeared and reappeared from behind 
a pile of merchandise and approached the 
boat at an easy pace, whereupon the gang- 
way was replaced, and he came on board, 
removing his hat to Paula, quietly thanking 
the captain for stopping, and saying to Mrs. 
Goodman, " I am nicely in time." 

It was Mr. Somerset the elder, who by 
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degrees informed our travellers, as sitting on 
their camp-stools they advanced between the 
green banks bordered by elms, that he was 
going to EtretcLt; that the young man he 
had spoken of yesterday had gone to that 
romantic watering-place instead of studying 
art at Caen, and that he was going to join 
him there. 

Paula preserved an entire silence as to her 
own intentions, partly from natural reticence, 
and partly, as it appeared, from the difificulty 
of explaining a complication which was not 
very clear to herself. At Havre they parted 
from Mr. Somerset, and did not see him 
again till they were driving over the hills 
towards Etretit in a carriage and four, when 
the white umbrella became visible far ahead 
among the outside passengers of the coach 
to the same place. In a short time they had 
passed and cut in before this vehicle, but 
soon became aware that their carriage, like 
the coach, was one of a straggling procession 
of conveyances, some mile and a half in 
length, all bound for the village between the 
cliffs. 
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In descending the long hill shaded by lime 
trees which sheltered their place of destina- 
tion this procession closed up, and they per- 
ceived that all the visitors and native popula- 
tion had turned out to welcome them, the 
daily arrival of new sojourners at this hour 
being the chief excitement of Etretit. The 
coach which had preceded them all the way, 
at more or less remoteness, was now quite 
close, and in passing along the village street 
they saw Mr. Somerset wave his hand to 
somebody in the crowd below. A felt hat 
was waved in the air in response, the coach 
swept into the inn-yard, followed by the idlers, 
and all disappeared. Paula's face was crimson 
as their own carriage swept round in the 
opposite direction to the rival inn. 

Once in her room she breathed like a person 
who had finished a long chase. They did 
not go down before dinner, but when it 
was almost dark Paula begged her aunt to 
wrap herself up and come with her to the 
shore hard by. The beach was deserted, 
everybody being at the Casino ; the gate 
stood invitingly open, and they went in. 
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Here the brilliantly lit terrace was crowded 
with promenaders, and outside the yellow 
palings, surmounted by its row of lamps, rose 
the voice of the invisible sea. Groups of 
people were sitting under the verandah, the 
women mostly in wraps, for the air was grow- 
ing chilly. Through the windows at their 
back an animated scene disclosed itself in the 
shape of a room-full of waltzers, the strains 
of the band striving in the ear for mastery 
over the sounds of the sea. The dancers 
came round a couple at a time, and were in- 
dividually visible to those people without 
who chose to look that way, which was what 
Paula did. 

*' Come away, come away!" she suddenly 
said. " It is not right for us to be here." 

Her exclamation had its origin in what she 
had at that moment seen within, the spectacle 
of Mr. George Somerset whirling round the 
room with a young lady of uncertain nation- 
ality but pleasing figure. Paula was not 
accustomed to show the white feather too 
clearly, but she soon had passed out through 
those yellow gates and retreated, till the 
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mixed music of sea and band had resolved 
into that of the sea alone. 

" Well ! " said her aunt, half in soliloquy, 
"do you know who I saw dancing there, 
Paula ? Our Mr. Somerset, if I don't make 
a great mistake ! " 

"It was likely enough that you did," se- 
dately replied her niece. "He left Caen 
with the intention of seeking distractions of 
a lighter kind than those furnished by art, 
and he has merely succeeded in finding them. 
But he has made my duty rather a difficult 
one. Still, it was my duty, for I very greatly 
wronged him. Perhaps, however, I have 
done enough for honour's sake. I would 
have humiliated myself by an apology if I 
had found him in any other situation ; but, of 
course, one can't be expected to take much 
trouble when he is seen going on like that." 

The coolness with which she began her 
remarks had developed into something like 
warmth as she concluded. 

"He is only dancing with a lady he pro- 
bably knows very well," 

"He doesn't know her — I can see he 
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doesn*t know her ! We will go away to- 
morrow. This place has been greatly over- 
praised." 

" The place is well enough, as far as I can 



see. 



" He is carrying out his programme to the 
letter. He plunges into excitement in the 
most reckless manner, and I tremble for the 
consequences. I can do no more : I have 
humiliated myself into following him, believ- 
ing that in giving too ready credence to ap- 
pearances I had been narrow and inhuman, 
and had caused him much misery. But he 
does not mind, and he has no misery; he 
seems just as well as ever. How much this 
finding him has cost me ! After all, I did 
npt deceive him. He must have acquired 
a natural aversion for me. I have allowed 
myself to be interested in a man of very 
common qualities, and am now bitterly alive 
to the shame of having sought him out. I 
heartily detest him ! I will go back — aunt, 
you are right — I had no business to come. 
. . . His light conduct has rendered him 
uninteresting to me ! " 
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CHAPTER III. 

When she rose the next morning the bell 
was clanging for the second breakfast, and 
people were pouring in from the beach in 
every variety of attire. Paula, whom a rest- 
less night had left with a headache, which, 
however, she said nothing about, was reluc- 
tant to emerge from the seclusion of her 
chamber, till her aunt, discovering what was 
the matter with her, suggested that a few 
minutes in the open air would refresh her ; 
and they went downstairs into the hotel 
gardens. 

The clatter of the big breakfast within was 
audible from this spot, and the noise seemed 
suddenly to inspirit Paula, who proposed to 
enter. Her aunt assented. In the verandah 
under which they passed was a rustic hat- 



PAULA. 225 

Stand in the form of a tree, upon which hats 
and other body-gear hung like bunches of 
fruit. Paula's eye fell upon a felt hat to 
which a small block-book was attached by a 
string. She knew that hat and block-book 
well, and turning to Mrs. Goodman said, 
" After all, I don't want the breakfast they 
are having : let us order one of our own as 
usual. And we'll have it here." 

She led on to where some little tables were 
placed under the tall shrubs, followed by her 
aunt, who was in turn followed by the pro- 
prietress of the hotel, that lady having dis- 
covered from the French maid that there was 
* good reason for paying these ladies ample 
personal attention. 

" Is the gentleman to whom that sketch- 
book belongs staying here ? " Paula carelessly 
inquired, as she indicated the object on the 
hat-stand. 

" Ah, no ! " deplored the proprietress. 
''The hotel was full when Mr. Somerset 
came. He stays at a cottage beyond the Rue 
Anicet Bourgeois: he only has his meals 
here." 

VOL. IIL Q 
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Paula had taken her seat under the fuchsia- 
trees in such a manner that she could observe 
all the exits from the salle a manger ; but for 
the present none of the breakfasters emerged, 
the only moving objects on the scene being 
the waitresses who ran hither and thither 
across the court, the cook's assistants with 
baskets of long bread, and the laundresses 
with baskets of sun-bleached linen. Further 
back, towards the inn-yard, stablemen were 
putting in the horses for starting the flys 
and coaches to Les Ifs, the nearest railway- 
station. 

" Suppose the Somersets should be going 
off by one of these conveyances," said Mrs. 
Goodman as she sipped her tea. 

" Well, aunt, then they must," replied the 
younger lady with composure. 

Nevertheless she looked with some mis- 
giving at the nearest stableman as he led 
out four white horses, harnessed them, and 
leisurely brought a brush with which he 
began blacking their yellow hoofs. All the 
vehicles were ready at the door by the time 
breakfast was over, and the inmates soon 
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turned out, some to mount the omnibuses and 
carriages, some to ramble on the adjacent 
beach, some to climb the verdant slopes, 
and some to make for the cliffs that shut in 
the vale. The fuchsia-trees which sheltered 
Paula s breakfast-table from the blaze of the 
sun, also screened it from the eyes of the 
outpouring company, and she sat on with her 
aunt in perfect comfort, till among the last 
of the stream came Somerset and his father. 
Paula reddened at being so near the former 
at last. It was with sensible relief that she 
observed them turn towards the cliffs and not 
to the carriages, and thus signify that they 
were not going off that day. 

Neither of the two saw the ladies, and 
when the latter had finished their tea and 
coffee they followed to the shore, where they 
sat for nearly an hour, reading and watching 
the bathers. At length footsteps crunched 
among the pebbles in their vicinity, and look- 
ing out from her sunshade Paula saw the two 
Somersets close at hand. 

The elder recognised her, and the younger, 
observing his fathers action of courtesy, 
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turned his head. It was a revelation to 
Paula, for she was shocked to see that he 
appeared worn and ill. The expression of 
his face changed at sight of her, increasing 
its shade of paleness ; but he immediately 
withdrew his eyes and passed by. 

Somerset was as much surprised at en- 
countering her thus as she had been dis- 
tressed to see him. As soon as they were 
out of hearing, he asked his father quietly, 
" What strange thing is this, that Lady De 
Stancy should be here and her husband not 
with her ? Did she bow to me, or to you ? " 

" Lady De Stancy — that young lady ? " 
asked the puzzled painter. He proceeded 
to explain all he knew ; that she was a young 
lady he had met on his journey at two or 
three different times ; moreover, that if she 
were his son's client — the woman who was 
to have become Lady De Stancy — she was. 
Miss Power still ; for he had seen in some 
newspaper two days before leaving England 
that the wedding had been postponed on 
account of her illness. 

Somerset was so greatly moved that he 
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could hardly speak connectedly to his father 
as they paced on together. " But she is 
not ill, as far as I can see," he said. " The 
wedding postponed i* — You are sure the word 
was postponed ? — Was it broken off ? " 

" No, it was postponed. I meant to have 
told you before, knowing you would be 
interested as the castle architect ; but it 
slipped my memory in the bustle of arriving." 

" I am not the castle architect." 

" The devil you are not — what are you 
then ? " 

" Well, I am not that." 

Somerset the elder, though not of pene- 
trating nature, began to see that here lay 
an emotional complication of some sort, and 
reserved further inquiry till a more con- 
venient occasion. They had reached the 
end of the level beach where the cliff began 
to rise, and as this impediment naturally 
stopped their walk they retraced their steps. 
On again nearing the spot where Paula and 
her aunt were sitting, the painter would have 
deviated to the hotel ; but as- his son per- 
sisted in going straight on, in due course 
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they were opposite the ladies again. By 
this time Miss Power, who had appeared 
anxious during their absence, regained her 
self-control. Going towards her old lover 
she said, with a smile, " I have been looking 
for you ! '' 

" Why have you been doing that ? " said 
Somerset, in a voice which he failed to keep 
as steady as he could wish. 

" Because — I want some architect to con- 
tinue the restoration. Do you withdraw 
your resignation ? " 

Somerset appeared unable to decide for 
a few instants. " Yes," he then answered. 

For the moment they had ignored the 
presence of the painter and Mrs. Goodman, 
but Somerset now made them known to one 
another, and there was friendly intercourse 
all round. 

" When will you be able to resume opera- 
tions at the castle ? " she asked, as soon as 
she could again speak directly to Somerset. 

" As soon as I can get back. Of course 
I only resume it at your special request." 

" Of course." To one who had known all 
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the circumstances it would have seemed a 
thousand pities that, after again getting face 
to face with him, she did not explain, with- 
out delay, the whole mischief that had sepa- 
rated them. But she did not do it — perhaps 
from the inherent awkwardness of such a 
topic at this idle time. She confined herself 
simply to the above-mentioned business-like 
request, and when the party had walked a 
few steps together they separated, with 
mutual promises to meet again. 

" I hope you have explained your mistake 
to him, and how it arose, and everything ? " 
said her aunt when they were alone. 

" No, I did not." 

" What, not explain after all ? " said her 
amazed relative. 

" I decided to put it off." 

" Then I think you decided very wrongly. 
Poor young man, he looked so ill ! " 

" Did you, too, think he looked ill ? But 
he danced last night. Why did he dance ? " 
She turned and gazed regretfully at the 
corner round which the Somersets had dis- 
appeared. 
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" I don't know why he danced ; but if I 
had known you were going to be so silent, 
I would have explained the mistake myself." 

" I wish you had. ' But no ; I have said 
I would ; and I must." 

Paula's avoidance of tables (ThSte did not 
extend to the present one. It was quite 
with alacrity that she went down ; and with 
her entry the antecedent hotel beauty, who 
had reigned for the last five days at that 
meal, was unceremoniously deposed by the 
guests. Mr. Somerset the elder came in, 
but nobody with him. His seat was on 
Paula's left hand, Mrs. Goodman being on 
Paula's right, so that all the conversation was 
between the Academician and the younger 
lady. When the latter had again retired 
upstairs with her aunt, Mrs. Goodman ex- 
pressed regret that young Mr. Somerset was 
absent from the table. "Why has he kept 
away ? " she asked. 

" I don't know — I didn't ask," said Paula 
sadly. "Perhaps he doesn't care to meet 
us again." 

" That's because you didn't explain." 
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"Well — why didn't the old man give me 
an opportunity ? " exclaimed the niece with 
suppressed excitement. " He would scarcely 
say anything but yes and no, and gave me 
no chance at all of introducing the subject. 
I wanted to explain — I came all the way on 
purpose — I would have begged George's 
pardon on my knees if there had been any 
way of beginning ; but there was not, and 
I could not do it ! ' 

Though she slept badly that night, Paula 
promptly appeared in the public room to 
breakfast, and that not from motives of 
vanity ; for, while not unconscious of her 
accession to the unstable throne of chief 
beauty in the establishment, she seemed too 
preoccupied to care for the honour just then, 
and would readily have changed places with 
her unhappy predecessor, who lingered on 
in the background like a candle after sunrise. 

Mrs. Goodman was determined to trust 
no longer to Paula for putting an end to 
what made her so restless and self-reproach- 
ful. Seeing old Mr. Somerset enter to a 
little side-table behind for lack of room at 
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the crowded centre tables, again without his 
son, she turned her head and asked point- 
blank where the young man was. 

Mr. Somerset's face became a shade graver 
than before. '* My son is unwell/* he replied ; 
** so unwell that he has been advised to stay 
indoors and take perfect rest." 

" I do hope it is nothing serious ? " 

" I hope so too. The fact is, he has over- 
done himself a little. He was not well when 
he came here ; and to make himself worse 
he must needs go dancing at the. Casino 
with a young American lady who is here 
with her family, and whom he met in London 
last year. I advised him against it, but he 
seemed desperately determined to shake off 
lethargy by any rash means, and wouldn't 
listen to me. Luckily he is not in the hotel, 
but in a quiet cottage a hundred yards up 
the hill." 

Paula, who had heard all, did not show 
or say what she felt at the news ; but after 
breakfast, on meeting the landlady in a 
passage, alone, she asked with some v anxiety 
if there were a really skilful medical man in 
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Etretit ; and on being told that there was, 
and his name, she went back to look for Mr. 
Somerset ; but he had gone. 

They heard nothing more of young Somer- 
set all that morning, but towards evening, 
while Paula sat at her window, looking over 
the heads of fuchsias upon the promenade 
beyond, she saw the painter walk by. She 
immediately went to her aunt and begged 
her to go out and ask Mr. Somerset if his 
son had improved. 

" I will send Milly or Clementine," said 
Mrs. Goodman. 

" I wish you would see him yourself." 

"He has gone on. I shall never find 
him." 

" He has only gone round to the front," 
persisted Paula. "Do walk that way, auntie, 
and ask him." 

Thus pressed,* Mrs. Goodman acquiesced, 
and brought back intelligence to Miss Power, 
who had watched them through the window, 
that his son did not positively improve, but 
that his American friends were vtry kind to 
him. 
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Having made use of her aunt, Paula 
seemed particularly anxious to get rid of her 
again, and when that lady sat down to write 
letters, Paula went to her own room, hastily 
dressed herself without assistance, asked 
privately the way to the cottage, and went 
off thitherward unobserved. 

At the upper end of the lane she saw a 
little house answering to the description, 
whose front garden, window-sills, palings, 
and door-step were literally ablaze with nas- 
turtiums in bloom. She entered this in- 
habited nosegay, quietly asked for the invalid, 
and if he were well enough to see Miss 
Power. The woman of the house soon 
returned, and she was conducted up a crooked 
staircase to Somerset's modest apartments. 
It appeared that some rooms in this dwelling 
had been furnished by the landlady of the 
inn, who hired them of the tenant during 
the summer season to use as an annexe to 
the hotel. 

Admitted to the outer room she beheld 
her architect looking as unarchitectural as 
possible ; lying on a small couch which was 
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drawn up to the open casement, whence he 
had a back view of the window flowers, and 
enjoyed a green transparency through the 
undersides of the same nasturtium leaves that 
presented their faces to the passers without. 

When the latch had again clicked into the 
catch of the closed door Paula went up to 
the invalid, upon whose pale and interesting 
face a flush had arisen simultaneously with 
the announcement of her name. He would 
have sprung up to receive her, but she 
pressed him down, and throwing all reserve 
on one side for the first time in their inter- 
course, she crouched beside the sofa, whisper- 
ing with roguish solicitude, her face not too 
far from his own : "How foolish you are, 
George, to get ill just now when I have been 
wanting so much to see you again ! — I am so 
sorry to see you like this — what I said to 
you when we met on the shore was not what 
I had come to say ! " 

Somerset took her by the hand. " Then 
what did you come to say, Paula ? " he 
asked. 

" I wanted to tell you that the mere 
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wanton wandering of a capricious mind was 
not the cause of my estrangement from you. 
There has been a great deception practised 
— ^the exact nature of it I cannot tell you 
plainly just at present ; it is too painful — but 
it is all over, and I can assure you of my ' 
sorrow at having behaved as I did, and of 
my sincere friendship now as ever." 

'* There is nothing I shall value so much 
as that. It will make my work at the castle 
very pleasant to feel that I can consult you 
about it without fear of intruding on you 
against your wishes." 

"Yes, perhaps it will. But — you do not 
comprehend me.*' 

" You have been an enigma always." 

" And you have been provoking ; but never 
so provoking as now. I wouldn't for the 
world tell you the whole of my fancies as 
I came hither this evening; but I should 
think your natural intuition would suggest 
what they were." 

" It does, Paula. But there are motives of 
delicacy which prevent my acting on what is 
suggested to me." 
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" Delicacy is a gift, and you should thank 
God for it ; but in some cases it is not so 
precious as we would persuade ourselves." 

" Not when the woman is rich, and the 
man is poor ? " 

" Oh, George Somerset — be cold, or angry, 
or anything, but don't be like this! It is 
never worth a woman's while to show regret 
for her injustice ; for all she gets by it is an 
accusation of want of delicacy," 

" Indeed I don't accuse you of that — I 
warmly, tenderly thank you for your kindness 
in coming here to see me." 

" Well, perhaps you do. But I am now in 
I cannot tell what mood — I will not tell what 
mood, for it \^ould be confessing more than 
I ought. This finding you out is a piece 
of weakness that I shall not repeat ; and I 
have only one thing more to say. I have 
served you badly, George, I know that ; but 
it is never too late to mend ; and I have 
come back to you. However, I shall never 
run after you again, trust me for that, for it 
is not the woman's part. Still, before I go, 
that there may be no mistake as to my 
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meaning, and misery entailed on us for want 
of a word, FU add this ; that if you want to 
marry me as you once did, you must say so ; 
for I am here to be asked." 

It would be superfluous to transcribe 
Somerset's reply, and the remainder of the 
scene between the pair. Let it suffice that 
half an hour afterwards, when the sun had 
almost gone down, Paula walked briskly into 
the hotel, troubled herself nothing about 
dinner, but went upstairs to their sitting- 
room, where her aunt presently found her 
upon the couch looking up at the ceiling 
through her fingers. They talked on dif- 
ferent subjects for some time till the old lady 
said, ** Mr. Somerset's cottage is the one 
covered with flowers up the lane, I hear." 

" Yes," said Paula. 

" How do you know ? " 

" Tve been there. . . . We are going to be 
married, aunt." 

'' Indeed ! *' replied Mrs. Goodman. " Well, 
I thought this might be the end of it : you 
were determined on the point ; and I am not 
much surprised at your news. Your father 
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was very wise after all in entailing every- 
thing so strictly upon your offspring; for if 
he had not I should have been driven wild 
with the responsibility ! " 

*' Aunt, now that the murder is out," con- 
tinued Paula, passing over that view of the 
case, " I don't mind telling you that somehow 
or other I have got to like George Somerset 
as desperately as a woman can care for any 
man. I thought I should have died when I 
saw him dancing, and feared I had lost him ! 
He seemed ten times nicer than ever then ! 
So silly we women are, that I wouldn't marry 
a duke in preference to him. There, that's 
my honest feeling, and you must make Ivhat 
you can of it ; my conscience is clear, thank 
Heaven." 

" Have you fixed the day ? " 

" No," continued the young lady, still 
watching the sleeping flies on the ceiling. 
"It is left unsettled between us, while I 
come and ask you if there would be any 
harm — if it could conveniently be before we 
return to England ? " 

" Paula, this is too precipitate." 
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" On the contrary, aunt In matrimony, 
as in some other things, you should be slow- 
to decide, but quick to execute. Nothing on 
earth would make me marry another man ; 
I know every fibre of his character ; and he 
knows a good many fibres of mine ; so as 
there is nothing more to be learnt, why 
shouldn't we marry at once ? On one point 
I am firm : I will never return to that castle 
as Miss Power. A nameless dread comes 
over me when I think of it — a fear that some 
uncanny influence of the dead De Stancys 
would drive me again from him. Oh, if it 
were to do that," she murmured, burying her 
face ' in her hands, " I really think it would 
be more than I could bear ! " 

"Very well," said Mrs. Goodman; "we 
will see what can be done. I will write to 
Mr. Wardlaw." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

On a windy afternoon in November, when 
more than two months had closed over the 
incidents previously recorded, a number of 
farmers were sitting in a room of the King's 
Arms Inn, Markton, that was used for the 
weekly ordinary. It was a long, low apart- 
ment, formed by die union of two or three 
smaller rooms, with a bow-window looking 
upon the street, and at the present moment 
was pervaded by a blue fog from tobacco- 
pipes, and a temperature like that of a kiln. 
The body of farmers who still sat on there 
was greater than usual, owing to the cold air 
without, the tables having been cleared of 
dinner for some time and their surface 
stamped with liquid circles by the feet of the 
numerous glasses. 



244 A LAODICEAN. 

Besides the farmers there were present 
several professional men of the town, who 
found it desirable to dine here on market- 
days for the opportunity it afforded them of 
increasing their practice among the agri- 
culturists, many of whom were men of large 
balances, even luxurious livers, who drove to 
market in elegant phaetons drawn by horses 
of supreme blood, bone, and action, in a style 
never anticipated by their fathers when 
jogging thither in light carts, or afoot with 
a butter-basket on each arm. 

The buzz of groggy conversation was sud- 
denly impinged on by the notes of a peal of 
bells from the tower hard by. Almost at the 
same instant the door of the room opened, 
and there entered the landlord of the little 
inn at Sleeping-Green. Drawing his supply 
of cordials from this superior house, to which 
he was subject, he came here at stated times 
like a prebendary to the cathedral of his 
diocesan, afterwards retailing to his own 
humbler audience the sentiments which he 
had learnt of this. But curiosity being 
awakened by the church bells the usual 
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position was for the moment reversed, and 
one of the farmers, saluting him by name, 
asked him the reason of their striking up at 
that time of day. 

" My mis'ess out yonder," replied the rural 
landlord, nodding sideways, " is coming home 
with her fancy-man. They have been a- 
gaying together this turk of a while in foreign 
parts. — Here, maid! — what with the wind, 
and standing about, my blood's as low as 
water — ^bring us a thimbleful of that that 
isn't gin and not far from it." 

" It is true, then, that she's become Mrs. 
Somerset ? " indifferently asked a farmer in 
broadcloth, tenant of an estate in quite 
another direction than hers, as he contem- 
plated the grain of the table immediately 
surrounding the foot of his glass. 

" True — of course it is," said Havill, who 
was also present, in the tone of one who, 
though sitting in this rubicund company, 
was not of it *' I could have told you the 
truth of it any day these last five 'weeks." 

Among those who had lent an ear was 
Dairyman Jinks, an old gnarled character 
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who wore a white fustian coat and yellow 
leggings; the only man in the room who 
never dressed up in dark clothes for market- 
ing. He now asked, "Married abroad, ^i^a^ 
they ? And how long will a wedding abroad 
stand good for in this country ? " 

" As long as a wedding at home/' 

"Will it? Faith; I didn't know: how 
should I ? I thought it might be some new 
plan o' folks for leasing women now they be 
so plentiful, so as to get rid o' *em when the 
men be tired o' 'em, and hev spent all their 
money." 

"He won't be able to spend her money/' 
said the landlord of Sleeping-Green. " 'Tis 
her very own person's — settled upon the hairs 
of her head for even" 

" O nation ! Then if I were the man I 
shouldn't care for such a one-eyed benefit as 
that/' said Dairyman Jinks, turning away to 
listen to the talk on his other hand. 

" Is that true ? " asked the gendeman- 
farmer in broadcloth. 

" It is sufficiently near the truth/' said 
Havill, in an ex cathedrd tone. " There is 



PAULA. 247 

nothing at all unusual in the arrangement ; it 
was only settled so to prevent any schemer 
making a beggar of her. If Somerset and 
she have any children, which probably they 
will, it will be theirs ; and what can a man 
want more ? Besides, there is a large portion 
of property left to her personal use-— quite as 
much as they can want. Oddly enough, the 
curiosities and pictures of the castle which 
belonged to the De Stancys are not restricted 
from sale : they are hers to dq what she likes 
with. Old Power didn't care for articles that 
reminded him so much of his predecessors." 

"Hey.?" said Dairyman Jinks, turning 
back again, having decided that the conversa- 
tion on his right hand was, after all, the more 
interesting, "Well — ^why can't 'em hire a 
travelling chap to touch up the picters into 
her own gaffers and gammers ? Then they'd 
be worth sommat to her." 

*' Ah, here they are ! I thought so," said 
Havill, who had been standing up at the 
window for the last few moments, " The 
ringers were told to begin as soon as the train 
signalled," 
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As he spoke a carriage drew up to the 
hotel-door, followed by another with the maid 
and luggage. The inmates crowded to the 
bow- window, except Dairyman Jinks, who 
had become absorbed in his own reflections. 

" What be they stopping here for ? " asked 
one of the previous speakers. 

"They are going to stay here to-night," 
said Havill. " They have come quite unex- 
pectedly, and the castle is in such a state of 
turmoil that there is not a single carpet down, 
or room for them to use. We shall get two 
or three in order by next week." 

"Two little people like them will be lost 
in the chammers of that wandering place ! " 
satirised Dairyman Jinks. "They will be 
obliged to have a randy every fortnight to 
keep the moth out of the furniture ! " 

By this time Somerset was handing out the 
wife of his bosom, and Dairyman Jinks 
went on : " That's no more Miss Power that 
was, than my niece's daughter Kezia is Miss 
Power — in short it is a different woman 
altogether ! *' 

" There is no mistake about the woman," 



PAULA. 249 

said the landlord ; " it is her fur clothes that 
make her look so like a caterpillar on end. 
Well, she is not a bad bargain! As for 
Captain De Stancy, he'll fret his gizzard 
green." 

" He's the man she ought to have married," 
declared the farmer in broadcloth. "As. the 
world goes she ought to have been Lady De 
Stancy. She gave up her chapel-going, and 
you might have thought she would have 
given up her first young man : but she stuck 
to him, though by all accounts he would soon 
have been interested in another party." 

" 'Tis woman's nature to be false except to 
a man, and man's nature to 'be true except 
to a woman," said the landlord of Sleeping- 
Green. " However, all's well that end's well, 
and I have something else to think of than 
new-married couples ; " saying which the 
speaker moved off, and the others returned 
to their seats, the young pair who had been 
their theme vanishing through the hotel into 
some private paradise to rest and dine. 

By this time their arrival had become 
known, and a crowd soon gathered outside, 
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acquiring audacity with continuance there. 
Raising a hurrah, the group would not leave 
till Somerset had showed himself on the 
balcony above ; and then declined to go away 
till Paula also had appeared ; when, remark- 
ing that her husband seemed a quiet young 
man enough, and would make a very good 
borough member when their present one 
misbehaved himself, the assemblage good- 
humouredly dispersed. 

Among those whose ears had been reached 
by the hurrah of these idlers w2ls a man in 
silence and solitude, far out of the town. He 
was leaning over a gate that divided two 
meads in the watery levels between Stancy 
Castle and Markton. He turned his head 
for a few seconds, then continued his contem- 
plative gaze towards the towers of the castle, 
visible over the trees as far as was possible 
in the leaden gloom of the November eve. 
The military form of the solitary lounger was 
recognisable as that of Sir William De 
Stancy, notwithstanding the failing light and 
his attitude of so resting his elbows on the 
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gate that his hands enclosed the greater part 
of his face. 

The scene was inexpressibly cheerless. No 
other human creature was apparent, and the 
only sounds audible above the wind were 
those of the trickling streams which dis- 
tributed the water over the meadow. A 
heron had been standing in one of these 
rivulets about twenty yards from the officer, 
and they vied with each other in stillness till 
the bird suddenly rose and flew off to the 
plantation in which it was his custom to pass 
the night with others of his tribe. De 
Stancy saw the heron rise, and seemed to 
imagine the creature's departure without a 
supper to be owing to the increasing dark- 
ness ; but in another minute he became con- 
scious that the heron had been disturbed 
by sounds too distant to reach his own ears 
at the time. They were nearer now, and 
there came along under the hedge a young 
man known to De Stancy exceedingly 
well. 

"Ah," he said listlessly, "you have ven- 
tured back." 
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"Yes, captain. Why do you walk out 
here ? " 

" The bells began ringing because she and 
he were expected, and my thoughts naturally 
dragged me this way. Thank Heaven the 
battery leaves Markton in a few days, and 
then the precious place will know me no 
more ! *' 

" I have heard of it." Turning to where 
the dim lines of the castle rose he continued : 
" Well, there it stands." 

" And I not in it." 

" They are not in it yet either." 

" They soon will be." 

" Well — what tune is that you were hum- 
ming, captain ? " 

"y^// zs lost noWy^ replied the captain, 
grimly. 

" Oh no ; you have got me, and I am a 
treasure to any man. 1 have another match 
in my eye for you, and shall get you well 
settled yet, if you keep yourself respectable. 
So thank God, and take courage. ' 

" Ah, Will — you are a flippant young fool 
— wise in your own conceit ; I say it to my 
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sorrow ! 'Twas your dishonesty spoilt all. 
That lady would have been my wife by fair 
dealing — time was all I required. But base 
attacks on a man's character never deserve 
to win, and if I had once been certain that you 
had made them, my course would have been 
very different both towards you and others. 
But why should I talk to you about this ? If 
I cared an atom what becomes of you I would 
take you in hand severely enough ; not caring, 
I leave you alone, to go to the devil your 
own way." 

"Thank you kindly, captain. Well, since 
you have spoken plainly, I will do the same. 
We De Stancys are a worn-out old party — 
that's the long and the short of it We 
represent conditions of life that have had their 
day — especially me. Our one remaining 
chance was an alliance with new aristocrats ; 
and we have failed. We are past and done 
for. Our line has had five hundred years of 
glory, and we ought to be content. Enfin les 
renards se trouvent chez le pelletier'^ 

" Speak for yourself, young consequence, 
and leave the destinies of old families to 
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respectable philosophers. This fiasco is the 
direct result of evil conduct, and of nothing 
else at all. I have managed badly ; I coun- 
tenanced you too far. When I saw your 
impish tendencies I should have forsworn the 
alliance." 

" Don't sting me, captain. What I have 
told you is true. As for my conduct, cat will 
after kind, you know. You should have held 
your tongue on the wedding morning, and 
have let me take my chance." 

** Is that all I get for saving you from jail ? 
Gad — I alone am the sufferer, and feel I am 
alone the fool ! . . . Come, off with you — I 
never want to see you any more." 

" Part we will, then — ^till we meet again. 
It will be a light night hereabouts, I think, 
this evening." 

" A very dark one for me.'' 

" Nevertheless, I think it will be a light 
night Au revoir ! " 

Dare went his way, and after a while De 
Stancy went his. Both were soon lost in the 
shades. 
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CHAPTER V. 

The castle to-night was as gloomy as the 
meads. As Havill had explained, the habit- 
able rooms were just now undergoing a scour, 
and the main block of buildings was empty 
even of the few servants who had been re- 
tained, they having for comfort's sake taken 
up their quarters in the detached rooms ad- 
joining the entrance archway. Hence not a 
single light shone from the lonely windows, 
at which ivy leaves tapped like woodpeckers, 
moved by gusts that were numerous and 
contrary rather than violent. Within the 
walls all was silence, chaos, and obscurity, till 
towards eleven o'clock, when the thick im- 
movable cloud that had dulled the daytime 
broke into a scudding fleece, through which 
the moon forded her way as a nebulous spot 
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of watery white, sending light enough, though 
of a rayless kind, into the castle chambers to 
show the confusion that reigned there. 

At this time an eye might have noticed 
a figure flitting in and about those draughty 
apartments, and making no more noise in so 
doing than a puff of wind. Its motion hither 
and thither was rapid, but methodical ; its 
bearing absorbed, yet cautious. Though it 
ran more or less through all the principal 
rooms, the chief scene of its operations was 
the Long Gallery overlooking the Pleasance, 
which was covered by an ornamental wood- 
and-plaster roof, and contained a whole throng 
of family portraits, besides heavy old cabinets 
and the like. The portraits which were of 
value as works of art were smaller than these, 
and hung in adjoining rooms. 

The manifest occupation of the figure was 
that of removing these small and valuable 
pictures from other chambers to the gallery 
in which the rest were hung, and piling them 
in a heap in the midst. Included in the 
group were nine by Sir Peter Lely, five by 
Vanjdyck, four by Cornelius Jansen, one by 
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Salvator Rosa (remarkable as being among 
the few English portraits ever painted by 
that master), many by Kneller, and two by 
Romney. Apparently by accident, the light 
being insufficient to distinguish them from 
portraits, the figure also brought a Raffaelle 
Virgin-and-Child, a magnificent Tintoretto, a 
Titian, and a Giorgione. 

On these were laid a large collection of 
enamelled miniature portraits of the same 
illustrious line ; afterwards tapestries and 
cushions embroidered with the initials " De 
S." ; and next the cradle presented by Charles, 
the First to the contemporary De Stancy 
mother, till at length there arose in the middle 
of the floor a huge heap containing most of 
what had been personal and peculiar to mem- 
bers of the De Stancy family as distinct from 
general furniture. 

Then the figure went from door to door^ 
and threw open each that was unfastened. 
It next proceeded to a room on the ground 
floor, at present fitted up as a carpenter's 
shop, and knee deep in shavings. An armful 
of these was added to the pile of objects in the 
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^[allery ; a 'v^indow at each end of the gallery- 
was opened, causing a brisk draught along 
the walls ; and then the activity of the figure 
ceased, and it was seen no more. 

Five minutes afterwards a light shone upon 
the lawn from the windows of the Long 
Gallery, which glowed with more brilliancy 
than it had known in the meridian of its 
Caroline splendours. Thereupon the framed 
gentleman in the lace collar seemed to open 
his eyes more widely ; he with the flowing 
jocks and turn-up mustachios to part his lips ; 
Jie in the armour, who was so much like 
Captain De Stancy, to shake the plates of 
his mail with suppressed laughter ; the lady 
with the three-stringed pearl necklace, and 
vast expanse of neck, to nod with satisfac- 
tion and triumphantly signify to her adjoining 
husband that this was a meet and glorious 
end. 

The light increased, and blown upon by 
the wind roared round the pictures, the 
tapestries, and the cradle, up to the plaster 
ceiling and through it into the forest of oak 
timbers above. 
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The best sitting-room at the King's Arms 
in Markton was as cosy this evening as a 
room can be that lacks the minuter furniture 
on which cosiness so largely depends. By 
the fire sat Paula and Somerset, the former 
with a shawl round her shoulders to keep off 
the draught which, despite the curtains, 
forced its way in on this gusty night through 
the windows opening upon the balcony. 
Paula held a letter in her hand, the contents 
of which formed the subject of their conver- 
sation. Happy as she was in her general 
situation, there was for the nonce a tear in 
her eye. 

*' My ever dear Paula (ran the letter), 

" Your last letter has just reached 
me, and I have followed your account of your 
travels and intentions with more interest than 
I can tell. You, who know me, need no 
assurance of this. At the present moment, 
however, I am in the whirl of a change that 
has resulted from a resolution taken some 
time ago, but concealed from almost every- 
body till now. Why ? Well, I will own — 
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from cowardice — fear lest I should be rea- 
soned out of my plan. I am going to steal 
from the world, Paula, from the social world, 
for whose gaieties and ambitions I never had 
much liking, and whose circles I have not the 
ability to grace. My home, and resting-place 
till the great rest comes, is with the Protestant 

Sisterhood at . Whatever shortcomings 

may be found in such a community, I believe 
that I shall be happier there than in any 
other place. 

" Whatever you may think of my judgment 
in taking this step, I can assure you that I 
have not done it without consideration. My 
reasons are good, and my determination is 
unalterable. But, my own very best friend, 
and more than sister, don't think that I mean 
to leave my love and friendship for you 
behind me. No, Paula; you will always be with 
me, and I believe that if an increase in what 
I already feel for you be possible, it will be 
furthered by the retirement and meditation I 
shall enjoy in my secluded home. My heart 
is very full, dear — too full to write more. 
God bless you, and your husband. You must 
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come and see me there ; I have not so many 
friends that I can afford to lose you who have 
been so kind. I write this with the fellow 
pen to yours, that you gave me when we went 
to Budmouth together. Good-bye ! 

" Ever your own sister, 

" Charlotte." 

Paula had first read this through silently, 
and now in reading it a second time aloud to 
Somerset her voice faltered, and she wept 
outright. " I had been expecting her to live 
with us always," she said through her tears, 
** and to think she should have decided to do 
this ! " 

" It is a pity, certainly," said Somerset 
.gently. " She was genuine, if anybody ever 
was ; and simple as she was true." 

" I am the more sorry," Paula presently 
resumed, " because of a little plan I had been 
thinking of with regard to her. You know 
that the pictures and curiosities of the castle 
are not included in the things I cannot touch, 
or impeach, or whatever it is. They are our 
own to do what we like with. My father felt 
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in devising the estate that, however interest- 
ing to the De Stancys those objects might be, 
they did not concern us — were indeed rather^ 
in the way, having been come by so strangely, 
through Mr. Wilkins, though too valuable to- 
be treated lightly. Now I was going to 
suggest that we would not sell them — indeed 
I could not bear to do such a thing with what 
had belonged to Charlotte's forefathers — ^but 
to hand them over to her as a gift, either to 
keep for herself, or to pass on to her brother, 
as she should choose. Now I fear there is 
no hope of it ; and yet I shall never like tO' 
see them in the house." 

" It can be done still, I should think. She 
can accept them for her brother when he 
settles, without absolutely taking them into 
her own possession." 

" It would be a kind of generosity which 
hardly amounts to more than justice (although 
they were purchased) from a recusant usurper 
to a dear friend — not that I am a usurper ex- 
actly ; well, from a representative of the new 
aristocracy of internationality to a representa- 
tive of the old aristocracy of exclusiveness." 
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"What do you call yourself, Paula, since 
you are not of your father's creed ? '' 

"I suppose I am what poor Mr. Wood- 
well said — by the way, we must call and see 
him — something or other that's in Revelation, 
neither cold nor hot. But of course that's a 
sub-species — I may be a lukewarm anything. 
What I really am, as far as I know, is one of 
that body to whom lukewarmth is not an 
accident but a provisional necessity, till they 
see a little more clearly." She had crossed 
over to his side, and pulling his head towards 
her whispered a word in his ear. 

" Why, Mr. Woodwell said you were that 
too! You carry your beliefs very comfort- 
ably. ' I shall be glad when enthusiasm is 
come again." 

** I am going to revise and correct my 
beliefs one of these days when I have thought 
a little further." She suddenly breathed a 
sigh and added, "How transitory our best 
emotions are! In talking of myself I am 
heartlessly forgetting Charlotte, and becoming 
happy again. I won't be happy to-night, 
for her sake ! " 
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A few minutes after this their attention 
was attracted by a noise of footsteps running 
along the street ; then a heavy tramp of 
horses, and lumberiner of wheels. Other 
feet were heard scampering at intervals, and 
soon somebody ascended the staircase and 
approached their door. The head waiter 
appeared. 

'* Ma'am, Stancy Castle is all afire ! " said 
the waiter breathlessly. 

Somerset jumped up, drew aside the 
curtains, and stepped into the bow-window. 
Right before him rose a blaze. The window 
looked down the street and along the turur 
pike road to the very hill on which the castle 
stood, the keep being visible in the daytime 
above the trees. Here rose the light, which 
appeared little further off than a stone's 
throw instead of nearly two miles. Every 
curl of the smoke and every wave of the 
flame was distinct, and Somerset fancied he 
could hear the crackling, 

Paula had risen from her seat and joined 
him in the window, where she heard some 
people in the street saying that the servants 
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were all safe ; after which she gave her mind 
more fully to the material aspects of the 
catastrophe. 

The whole town was now rushing off to 
the scene of the conflagration, which, shining 
directly up the street, showed the burgesses' 
running figures individually upon the illu- 
mined road. Paula was quite ready to act 
upon Somerset's suggestion that they too 
should hasten to the spot, and a fly was got 
ready in a few minutes. With lapse of time 
Paula evinced more anxiety as to the fate 
of her castle, and when they had driven as 
near as it was prudent to do, they dis- 
mounted, and went on foot into the throng 
of people which was rapidly gathering from 
the town and surrounding villages. Among 
the faces they recognised Mn Woodwell, 
Havill the architect, the rector of the parish, 
the curate, and many others known to them 
by sight. These, as soon as they saw the 
young couple, came forward with words of 
condolence, imagining them to have been 
burnt out of bed, and vied with each other 
in offering them a lodging. Somerset ex- 
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plained where they were staying and that 
they required no accommodation, Paula in- 
terrupting with, " Oh my poor horses, what 
has become of them. ? " 

" The fire is not near the stables," said 
Mr. Woodwell. " It broke out in the body 
of the building. The horses, however, are 
driven into the fiejd." 

" I can assure you, you need not be 
alarmed, madam," said Havill. "The chief 
constable is here, and the two town engines, 
and I am doing all I can. The castle engine 
unfortunately is out of repair." 

Somerset and Paula then went on to 
another point of view near the gymnasium, 
where they could not be seen by the crowd. 
Three quarters of a mile off, on their left 
hand, the powerful irradiation fell upon the 
brick chapel in which Somerset had first 
seen the woman who now stood beside him 
as his wife. It was the only object visible 
in that direction, the dull hills and trees 
behind failing to catch the light. She sig* 
nificantly pointed it out to Somerset, who 
knew her meaning, and they turned again to 
the more serious matter. 
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It had long been apparent that in the face 
of such a wind all the pigmy appliances that 
the populace could bring to act upon such 
a mass of combustion would be unavail- 
ing. As much as could burn that night 
was burnt, while some of that which would 
not burn crumbled and fell as a formless 
heap, whence new flames towered up, and 
inclined to the north-east so far as to singe 
the trees of the park. The thicker, walls of 
Norman date remained unmoved, partly be- 
cause of their thickness, and partly because 
in them stone vaults took the place of wood 
floors. 

The tower clock kept manfully going till 
it had struck one, its face smiling out from 
the smoke as if nothing were the matter, 
after which hour something fell down inside^ 
and it went no more. 

Cunningham Haze, with his body of men,, 
was devoted in his attention, and came up 
to say a word to our two spectators from 
time to time. 

Towards four o'clock the flames diminished, 
and feeling thoroughly weary, Somerset and 



^68 A LAODICEAN. 

Paula remained no longer, returning to 
Markton as they had come. 

On their journey they pondered and dis- 
cussed v/hat course it would be best to 
pursue in the circumstances, gradually de- 
ciding not to attempt rebuilding the castle 
unless they were absolutely compelled. True, 
the main walls were still standing as firmly 
as ever; but there was a feeling common 
to both of them that it would be well to 
make an opportunity of a misfortune, and 
leaving the edifice in ruins start their married 
life in a mansion of independent construc- 
tion hard by the old one, unencumbered with 
the ghosts of an unfortunate line. 

"We will build a new house from the 
ground, eclectic in style. We will remove 
the ashes, charred wood, and so on from the 
ruin, and plant more ivy. The winter rains 
will soon wash the unsightly smoke from the 
walls, and Stancy Castle will be beautiful in its 
decay. You, Paula, will be yourself again, and 
recover, if you have not already, from the 
warp given to your mind (according to Wood- 
well) by the medisevalism of that place." 
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" And be a perfect representative of * the 
modern spirit ' ? " she inquired ; " represent- 
ing neither the senses and understanding, 
nor the heart and imagination ; but what 
a finished writer calls 'the imaginative 
reason ' ? " 

" Yes ; for since it is rather in your line 
you may as well keep straight on." 

" Very well, I'll keep straight on ; and 
we'll build a new house beside the ruin, and 
show the modern spirit for evermore. . . . 
But, George, I wish " And Paula re- 
pressed a sigh. 

- Well ? " 

" I wish my castle wasn't burnt ; and I 
wish you were a De Stancy ! " 



THE END. 
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small post 8vo, 6^. 
— — Kilmeny : a NoDel, Small post 8vo, cloth, 6j. 

In Silk Attire, 3rd Edition, small post 8vo, 6s. 

A Daughter of Heth. nth Edition, small post 8vb, 6s. 

SunHse, Small post 8vo, ds. 



Blackmore {R. D.) Loma Doone. loth Edition, cr. 8vo, 6s. 

Alice Lorraine, 1 vol., small post 8vo, 6th Edition, 6s» 

— — Clara Vaughan. Revised Edition, 6s, 
■■- ' " Cradock NowelL New Edition, 6s, 

Cripps the Carrier. 3rd Edition, small post 8vo, 6f. 

— — Mary Anerley, New Edition, 6s. 

Erema; or^ My Father^ s Sin, With 12 Illustrations, 

small post 8vo, 6/. 
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Blossoms from the Kin^s Garden : Sermons for Children, By 
the Rev. C. Bosanquet. 2nd Edition, small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6j'. 

Blue Banner {The); or^ The Adventures of a Mussulman^ a 
Christian, and a Pagan, in the time of the Crusades and Mongol 
Conquest. Translated from the French of Leon Cahun. "With 
Seventy-six Wood Engravings. Imperial i6mo, cloth, gilt edges, 
*js, 6d. ; plainer binding, 5^. 

Bock (Carl). The Head Hunters of Borneo: Up the Mahak- 
kam, and Down the Barita; also Joumeyings in Sumatra, i vol., 
super-royal 8vo, 32 Coloured Plates, cloth extra, tJos, 

Book of the Play, By Duiton Cook. New and Revised 

Edition. I vol., cloth extra, 7j. 6^. 
Bofs Froissart (The), ys. 6d. See " Froissart" 

Bofs King Arthur (The). With very fine Illustrations. 
Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, *],s. 6d, Edited by Sidney 
Lanier, Editor of " The Boy*s Froissart." 

Bofs Mahinogion (The): being the Original Welsh Legends of 
King Arthur. Edited for Boys, with an Introduction by Sidney 
Lanier. With numerous very graphic Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, gilt edges, *js, 6d, 

Breton Folk: An Artistic Tour in Brittany, By Henry 
Blackburn, Author of "Artists and Arabs," "Normandy Pictu- 
resque," &c. With 171 Illustrations by Randolph Caldecott, 
Imperial 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2is, 

British Goblins : Welsh Folk-Lore^ Fairy, Mythology^ Legends^ 
and Traditions. By Wirt Sikes, United States Consul for Wales, 
Author of " Rambles and Studies in Old South Wales." Second 
Edition. 8vo, i8r. 

Bumaby (Capt,). See " On Horseback." 

Bumham Beeches (Heath, F. G,), With numerous Illustrations 



and a Map. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 3.9. 6d Second Edition. 
•* A pretty description of the Beeches. — Daily 
" A charming little volume." — Glo6e, 



Burroughs (John). Pepacton : A Summer Voyage, and other 

Essays. Smallpost 8vo, cloth, *js. 6d, 
Butler ( W. F,) The Great Lone Land ; an Account of the Red 

River Expedition, 1869-70. With Illustrations and Map. Fifth and 

Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, *js. 6d. 

The Wild North Land; the Story of a Winter Journey 

with Dogs across Northern North America. Demy 8vo, cloth, with 
numerous Woodcuts and a Map, 4th Edition, i8j. Cr. 8vo, 7j. 6d, 

Akimfoo : the History of a Failure. Demy 8vo, cloth, 



2nd Edition, i6f. Also, in crown 8vo, *js. 6d. 

Fed Cloud. Crown Svo, gilt edges, 7^. 6d. [Ln the press. 



CADOGAN (Lady A.) Illustrated Games of Patience. 
Twenty-four Diagrams in Colours, with Descriptive Text. Foolscap 
4to, cloth extra, gilt^dges, 3rd Edition, I2J. dd. 



iOV 
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Cambridge Trifles; ar^ Splutierings from an Undergraduate 
Pen. Bj the Author of "A Tkcj oi my Life at Eton," &c i6ino, 
cloth extra, 2/. 6d, 

Changed Cross {Jlu\ and other Religious Poems. i6rao, 2J. 6^. 

Child of the Cavern (The) ; or^ Strange Doings Undergrmind, 
fiv JmiES Verve. Tnm^ed by W. H. G. Kingston. Niunerons 
lUnstntioDSL So. cr. Sto. pUt e(£?es. is. 6it. : cL. plain edges, 5^. 

Chad's Play, with*i6 Coloured Drawings by E.'V. R Printed 
OD thick paper, with tints, 71. dd. 

— New, By E. V. B. Similar to the above. See New. 

A New and Cheap Edition of the two above, con- 
taining 48 lUostrations by £. V. B., printed in tint, handsomely 
bonnd, y, td. 

Choice Editions of Choice Books. 2s. 6d. each, Illustrated by 
C. W. Cope, R.A., T. Creswick, R.A., E. Duncan, Birket 
Foster, J. C. Horsley, A.R.A., G. Hicks, R. Redgrave, R.A., 
C. Stonehouse, F. Tayler, G. Thomas, H. J. Towkshend, 
£, H. Wehnert, Harrison Weir, &c. 



Bloomiield's Fanner's Boy. 

Campbeirs Pleasures of Hope. 

Coleridge's Ancient Mariner. 

Goldsmith's Deserted Village. 

Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 

Gray's "Elegy in a Churchyard. 

Keat's Eve of St. Agnes. 

inoriou 



MUton's L'All^:ro. 
Poetry of Nature. Harrison Weir. 
Rogers' (Sam.) Pleasures of Memory. 
Shsdcespeare's Songs and Sonnets. 
Tennyson's May Queen. 
Elizabethan Poets. 
Wordsworth's Pastoral Poems. 
' Sudi works are a ^orious beatification for a poet" — Athenaum. 

Christ in Song. By Dr. Philip Schaff. A New Edition, 

Revised, cloth, gilt edges, dr. 
Confessions of a Frivolous Girl (The) : A Novel of Fashionable 

Life. Edited by Robert Grant. Crown 8vo, dr. 
Comet of Horse (The) ; A Story for Boys. By G. A. Henty. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, numerous graphic Illustrations, 5^. 
Cripps the Carrier. 3rd Edition, 6j. See Blackmore. 
Cruise of H.M,S. '' Challenger'' (The). By W. J. J. Spry, R.N. 

With Route Map and many Illustrations. 6th Edition, demy 8vo, cloth, 
18/. Cheap Edition, crown 8vo, some of the Illustrations, 7j. d/. ^ 

Cruise of the Walnut Shell (The). An instructive and amusing 
Story, told in Rhyme, for Children. With 32 Coloured Plates. 
Square fancy boards, 5j. 

Curious Adventures of a Field Cricket, By Dr. Ernest 
CATiDJbZE. Translated by N. D'Anvers. With numerous fine 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt, 7/. 6r/. ; plain binding and edges, 5J. 

T\ANA (R. ff.) Tkvo Years before the Mast and Twenty-Four 

■^-^ years After. Revised Edition, with Notes, i2mo, 6j. 

Daughter (A) of He^th. By W. Black. Crown 8vo, ts. 
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Day of My Life {A) ; or^ Every Day Experiences at Eton. 

By an Eton Boy, Author of ** About Some Fellows." i6mo, cloth 

extra, 2j. td. 6th Thousand. 
Diane, By Mrs. Macquoid. Crown 8vo, 6j, 
Dick Cheveley : his Fortunes and Misfortunes, By W. H. G, 

Kingston. 350 pp., square i6mo, and 22 full-page Illustrations. 

Cloth, gilt edges, 7j. 6//. ; plainer binding, plain edges, 5^. 

Dick SatulSy the Boy Captain, By Jules Verne. With nearly 
100 Xllustmtions, cloth, gilt, iar.6^.; plain binding and plain edges, 5^. 

JpiGHT Cousins, See Alcott. 

Elementary History {An) of Art, Comprising Architecture, 
Sculpture, Painting, and the Applied Arts, By N. D* An vers. 
Author of ** Science Ladders." With a Preface by Professor Roger 
Smith. New Edition, illustrated with upwards of 200 Wood 
Engravings. Crown 8vo, strongly bound in cloth, price Zs, Sd, 

Elementary History (An) of Music, Edited by Owen J. 
DULLEA. Including Music among the Ancient Nations ; Music in 
the Middle Ages ; Music in Italy in the Sixteenth, Seventeenth, and 
Eighteenth Centuries; Music in Germany, France, and England. 
Illustrated with Portraits of the most eminent Composers, and 
Engravings of the Musical Instruments of many Nations. Crown 8vo, 
handsomely bound in cloth, price jj. 6d, 

Elinor Dryden, By Mrs. Macquoid. Crown 8vo, ds. 

Embroidery (Handbook of). By L. Higgin. Edited by Lad\ 
Marian Alford, and published by authority of the Royal School of 
Art Needlework. With 16 page Illustrations, Designs for Borders, 
&c. Crown 8vo, $s. 

Enchiridion of Epictetus ; and the Golden Verses of Pythagoras, 
•Translated into English, Prose and Verse ; with Notes and Scriptural 
References, together with some original Poems. By the Hon. Thos. 
Talbot. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5^. 

English PhilosopJurs, Edited by Iwan Muller, M.A., New 

College, Oxon. A Series of Volumes containing short biographies 
of the most celebrated English Philosophers, to each of whom is 
assigned a separate volume, giving as comprehensive and detailed a 
statement of his views and contributions to Philosophy as possible, 
explanatory ratherthan critical, opening with a brief biographical sketch, 
and concluding with a short general summary, and a bibliographical 
appendix. Each Volume contains about 200 pp. Sq. 1 6mo, 31. 6</. each. 
Bacon. Professor Fowler, Professor of Logic in Oxford. 
Berkeley. Prof. T . H. Green, Professor of Moral Philosophy, Oxford, 
namilton. Professor Monk, Professor of Moral Philosophy, Dublin. 
J. S. Mia Helen Taylor, Editor of " The Works of Buckle," &c. 
Hansel. Rev. J. H. Huckin, D.D., Head Master of Repton. 
Adam Smith. J. A. Farrer, M.A., Author of "Primitive 
Manners and Customs." 
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English Philosophers {continuea) : — 

Hobbes. A. H. Gosset, B.A., Fellow of New College, Oxford. 
Bentbam. G. £. Buckle, M.A., Fellow of AH Souls', Oxford. 
Austin. Harry Johnson, B;A., late Scholar of Queen's College, 

Oxford. 
Hartley. ") E. S. Bowen, B.A., late Scholar of New College, 
James Mill, j Oxford. 

A rrangements are in progress for volumei on LoCKBp Humb, Paley, Reid, ^c. 

Episodes of French History, Edited, with Notes, GenealogicaJ, 

Historical, and other Tables, by Gustave Masson,»B. A. 

1. Cbarlemafime and tbe Carlovin^ans. 

2. Louis XI. and tbe Crusades. 

3. Part T. Francis I. and Cbarles V. 

,, n. Francis I. and tbe Benaissanoe. 

4. Henry IV. and tbe End of tbe Wars of Religrion. 

The above Series is based upon M. Guizot*s "History of France.* 
Each volume choicely Illustrated, with Maps, 2J. 6</. 
Erema ; or. My Father's Sin, See Blackmore. 

Etcher {The), Containing 36 Examples of the Original 
Etched -work of Celebrated Artists, amongst others: Birket Foster, 
T. E. Hodgson, R.A., Colin Hunter, J. P. Heseltine, Robert 
vV. Macbeth, R. S. Ciiattock, &c. Vol. for 1881, imperial 4to, 
cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. \25. 6d. Monthly, 3J. 6d. 

Eton. See " Day of my Life," ** Out of School," " About Some 
Fellows." 

ppA EM Ballads. By Will Carleton. Boards, i^. ; cloth, 

•* gilt edges, U. 6d, 

Farm Festivals, By the same Author. Uniform with above. 

Farm Legends, By the same Author. See above. 

Felkin (E, W.) and Wilson (Eev. C. T.) Uganda and the 
Egyptian Soudan. An Account of Travel in Eastern and Equatorial 
Africa ; including a Residence, of Two Years at the Court of King 
Mtesa, and a Description of the Slave Districts of Bahr-el-Ghazel and 
Darfour. With a New Map of 1200 miles in these Provinces ; 
numerous Illustrations, and Anthropological, Meteorological, and 
Geographical Notes. By R. W. Felkin, F.R.G.S., Member of the 
Anthropological Institute, &c., &c. ; and the Rev. C. T. Wilson, 
M.A. Oxou., F.R.G.S., Member of the Society of Arts, Hon. Fellow 
of the Cairo Geographical Society. 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 28^. 

Fern Paradise {The): A Plea for the Culture of Ferns, By 
F. G. Heath. New Edition, entirely Rewritten, Illustrated by 
Eighteen full-page, and numerous other Woodcuts, including 8 Plates of 
Ferns and Four Photographs, large post 8voi cloth, gilt edges, 12J. dd. 
Sixth Edition. 

"All lovers of ferns will be delighted with th« illustrated edition of Mr. 
Heath's " Fern Paradise."— 6a^«nfaj^ Review, 
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Fern World {The). By F. G. Heatel Illustrated by Twelve 

Coloured Plates, giving complete Figures (Sixty-four in all) of every 
Species of British Fern, printed from Nature ; by several full-page 
and other Engravings. Cloth, gilt edges, 6th Edition, 12s. 6J. 

Fetv {A) Hifits on Proving Wills. Enlarged Edition, \s. 

First Steps in Conversational French Grammar. I3y F. Jui.ien. 
Being an Introduction to "Petites Le9ons de Conversation et de 
Grammaire,*' by the same Author. Fcap. 8vo, 128 pp., u. 

Four Lectures on Electric Induction. Delivered at the Royal 
Institution, 1878-9. By J. E. H. Gordon, B.A. Cantab. With 
numerous Illustrations. Cloth limp, square i6mo, y. 

Foreign Countries and the British Colonics. Edited by F. S. 
Pulling, M.A., Lecturer at Queen's College, Oxford, and formerly 
Professor at the Yorkshire College, Leeds. A Series of small Volumes 
descriptive of the principal Countries of the World by well-known 
Authors, each Country l>eing treated of by a Writer who from 
Personal Knowledge is qualified to speak with authority on the Subject. 
The Volumes average 180 crown 8vo pages each, contain 2 Maps 
and Illustrations, crown 8vo, 3^. td. 

The following is a List of the Volumes ;— 

Denmark and Iceland. By £. C. Ott^, Author of '* Scandinavian 

History," &c. 
Oreece. By L. Sergeant, B.A., Knight of the Hellenic Order 

of the Saviour, Author of ** New Greece." 
Switzerland. By W. A. P. Coolidge, M.A., Fellow of 

Magdalen College, Editor of The Alpine Journal. 
Austria. By D. Kay, F.R.G.S. 
BiUBsia. By W. R. Morfill, M.A., Oriel College, Oxford, 

Lecturer on the Ilchester Foundation, &c. 
Persia. By Major-Gen. Sir F. J. Goldsmid, K.C.S.L, Author of 

** Telegraph and Travel," &c. 
Japan. By S. Mossman, Author of «* New Japan,** &c. 
Peru. By Clements H. Markham, M.A., C.B. 
Canada. By W. Eraser Rae, Author of "Westward by 

Rail,** "From Newfoundland to Manitoba," &c. 
Sweden and Norway. By the Rev. F. H. Woods, M.A., Fellow 

of St. John's College, Oxford. 
The West Indies. By C. H. Eden, F.R G.S., Author of " Frozen 

Asia,** &c. 
New Zealand. 

Prance. By M. Roberts, Author of " The Atelier du Lys,''&c. 
Effypt. By S. Lane Poole, B.A., Author of "Life of E. Lane," &c. 
Spain. By the Rev. Wentworth Webster, M A. 
Turkey-in-Asia. By J. C. McCoAN, M. P. 
Australia. By J. F. Vesey Fitzgerald, late Premier of New 

South Wales. 
Holland. By R. L. Poole. 



lo Sampson Lt/w^ Marston, &* Co?s 

Fmnc {Mauds Jeane). The following form one Series, small 
post 8vo, in unifonn cloth bindings, with gilt edges: — 

Emily's Choice. $s. Silken Cords and Iron Fetters. 4/. 

Hall's Viney&rd. 4J. Vermont Vale. 5^. 

John's Wife : A Story of Life in Minnie's Mission. 4J. 

South Australia. 4r. Little Mercy, ^s, 

Marian ; or, The Light of Some Beatrice Melton's Discipline. 4^. 

One's Home. 51. 

Francis (F,) War, Waves, and Wanderings, including a Cruise 
in the "Lancashire Witch." 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24J. 

French Revolution {Tlu Great), Letters written from Paris 

during the Progress of the Great French Revolution, by Madame J 

to her Husband and Son. Edited by her Great-grandson, M. Edou ard 
LocKROY. From the French. Crown 8vo, cloth, lor. dd, 

Froissart {The Boy^s). Selected from the Chronicles of Eng- 
land, France, Spain, &c. By Sidney Lanier. The Volume is 
fully Illustrated, and uniform with * * The Boy's King Arthur." Crown 
8vo, cloth, Ts, 6d. 

From Newfoundland to Manitoba ; a Guide through Canada^ s 
Maritime, Mining, and Prairie Provinces. By W. Eraser Rae. 
Crown 8vo, with several Maps, dr. 



r^AMES of Patience, See Cadogan. 



Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols, in i, small 4to, 10s, 6d. 
THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. 

Price 6f. each ; or in calf extra, price lar. 6d, ; Smaller Edition, cloth 

extra, 2s. 6d. 

The Gentle Life, Essays in aid of the Formation of Character 
of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. 21st Edition. 

About in the World, Essays by Author of " The Gentle Life." 

Like unto Christ, A New Translation of Thomas ii Kempis 

** De Imitatione ChristL" 2nd Edition. 

Familiar Words, An Index Verborum, or Quotation Hand- 
book. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences 
that have become embedded in the English language, dr. 

Essays by Montaigne, Edited and Annotated by the Author 

of ** The Gentle Life." With Portrait. 2nd Edition. 

Tlie Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia. Written by Sir Philip 
Sidney. Edited with Notes by Author of * * The Gentle Life. " ^s, bd. 

The Gentle Life, 2nd Series, 8th Edition. 
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The Gtnile Life Series (continued) : — 

27:e Si/en t Hour: Essays, Original and Selected, By the 
Autiior of "The Gentle Life." 3rd Edition. 

JLalf Length Portraits, Short Studies of Notable Persons. 

By J. Hain Friswell. 
Essays on English Writers, for the Self-improvement of 

Students in English Literature. 

Other Peoples Windows, By J. Hain Friswell. 3rd Edition. 
A Man's Thoughts, By J. Hain Friswell. 



German Primer, Being an Introduction to First Steps in 

German. By M. T. Preu. 2j. (>d. 
Getting On in the World ; or, Hints on Success in Life, By 
W. Mathews, LL.D. Small post 8vo, cloth, 2s, (yd. ; gilt edges, y, 6d, 
Gilpin's Forest Scenery. Edited by F. G. Heath. Large 
post 8vo, with numerous Illustrations. Uniform with "The Fem 
World," I2s.ed, 

" Deserves to be a favourite in the boudoir as well as in the library." — Saturday 
Reviexv. 
** One of the most delightful works ever vmtten**—C/o6f. 

Gordon {/. E, H,), See " Four Lectures on Electric Indue* 

tion," " Physical Treatise on Electricity," &c. 

Gouffe, The Royal Cookery Book, By Jules Gouffe ; trans- 
lated and adapted for English use by Alphonse GoUFFfi, Head 
l*astrycook to ner Majesty the Queen. Illustrated with large plates 
printed in colours. i6l Woodcuts, 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. zs, 

Domestic Edition, half-bound, loj. 6^. 

" By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever been sub- 
mitted to the gastronomical ytor\d.**—Pall MaU Cauette, 

Great Artists, See " Biographies." 

Great Historic Galleries of England {77ie). Edited by Lord 
Ronald GowER, F.S.A., Trustee of the National Portrait Gallery. 
Illustrated by 24 large and carefully-executed //r/«a;/^/i/ Photographs 
of some of the most celebrated Pictures by the Great Masters. Vol. I., 
imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 36J. VoL II., with 36 large 
permanent photographs, £2 12s, 6d, 

Great Musicians {The), A Series of Biographies of the'Great 
Musicians. Edited by F. Hueffer. 



5. Rossini, and the Modern Italian 
School. By H. Sutherland 
Edwards. 

6. Marcello. By Arrigo Boito. 

7. PurceU. By II. W. Cummings. 

8. English Church Oomposers. 

♦#♦ Dr. Hiller and other distinguished writers, both English and 
Foreign, have promised contributions. Each Volume is complete in 
itself. Small post 8v0y cloth extra, 3x. 



1. Wagner. By the Editor. 

2. Weber. By Sir Julius 

Benedict. 

3. Mendelssohn. By Joseph 

Bennett. 

4. Schubert. By II. F. Frost. 
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Guizofs History of France, Translated by Robert Black. 

Super-royal 8vo, very numerous Full-page and other Illustrations. In 
8 vols., cloth extra, gilt, each 24^. This work is re-issued in cheaper 
Monthly Volumes, at icxr. 6d. each, commencing Nov. I, 1881. Sub- 
scription to the set, ^4 4^. 

" It supplies a want which has long been felt, and ought to be in the hands of all 
students of history.** — Times. 

— ■ Masson^s School Edition. 1 he 

History of France from the Earliest Times to the Outbreak of the 
Revolution; abridged from the Translation by Robert Black, M. A., 
with Chronological Index, Historical and Genealogical Tables, &c. 
By Professor Gustave Masson, B.A., Assistant Master at Harrow 
School. With 24 full-page Portraits, and many other Illustrations. 
I vol., demy 8vo, 600 pp., cloth extra, lar. td, 

Guizofs History of England. In 3 vols, of about 500 pp. each, 
containing 60 to 70 Full-page and other Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt, 
24J. each. 

" For luxury of typography, plainness of print, and beauty of illustrationj theso 
volumes, of which out one has as yet appeared in English, will hold their own 
against any production of an age so fuxunous as our own m everything, typog^phy 
not excepted.** — Times. 

Guy on {Mde.) Life, By Upham. 6th Edition, crown Svo, 6s. 
TJANDBOOK to the Charities of London, See Low's. 



of Embroidery ; which see. 



Hall {W, W.) How to Live Long; or^ 1^0^ Health Maxims y 
Physical, Mental, and Moral. By W. W. Hall, A.M., M.D. 
Small post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 2nd Edition. 

Harper's Monthly Magazine. Published Monthly. 160 pages, 
fully Illustrated, is. With two Serial Novels by celebrated Authors. 
Vol. I. December, 1880, to May, 1881. 
,, II. May, 1 88 1, to November, 188 1. 
Each cloth extra, with 4CX) magnificent illustrations, &r. 6d. 

" ' Harper's Magazine ' is so thickly sown with excellent illustrations that to count, 
them would be a work of time ; not that it is a picture ma^^axine, for the engravings 
illustrate the text after the manner seen in some of our choicest editions de luxe** — 
Si. yames's Gazette. 

*' It is so pretty, so big, and so cheap. . . . An extraordinary shillingsworth— 
z6o large octavo pages, with over a score of articles, and more tlian three times as 
many illustrations." — Edinburgh Daily Review. 

" An amazing shillingsworth . . . combining choice literature of both nations."— 
Nonconformist. 

Heart of Africa, Three Years' Travels and Adventures in the 

Unexplored Regions of Central Africa, from 1868 to 1 87 1. By Dr 
Georg Schweinfurth. Numerous Illustrations, ard large Map. 
2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, i^s. 

Heath {Francis George). See " Autumnal Leaves," " Bumham 
Beeches," "Fern Paradise," "Fern World," "Gilpin's Forest 
Scenery," "Our Woodland Trees," " Peasant Life," "Sylvan Spring," 
" Trees and Ferns," " Where to Find Ferns." 
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Heber^s {Bishop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns, With upwards 

of 100 beautiful Engravings. Small 410, handsomely bound, 7^. 6d, 
Morocco, i8x. 6^. and^u. New and Cheaper Edition, cloth, 3^-. 6d, 

Heir of Kilfinnan (The), New Story by W. H. G. Kingston, 

Author of ** Snow Shoes and Canoes," &c. With Illustrations. Cloth, 
gilt edges, 'js, 6d, ; plainer binding, plain edges, 5^*. 

History of a Crime {The) ; Deposition of an Eye-witness. Tlie 
Story of the Coup d'Jfitat, By Victor Hugo. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

— — ^ — Ancient Art. Translated from the German of John 

WiNCKELMANN, by JOHN LoDGE, M.D, With vcry numerous 
Plates and Illustrations. 2 vols., 8vo, 36^. 

— — — England,^ See Guizot. 

■ France, See Guizot. 

■ of Russia, See Ram baud. 

■ — Merchant Shipping. See Lindsay. 
' United States, See Bryant. 



History and Principles of Weavi7ig by Hand and by Power, With 
several hundred Illustrations. By Alfred Barlow. Royal 8vo, 
cloth extra, i/. 5^. Second Edition. 

Holmes {O, W.) Tlie Poetical Works of Oliver Wendell Holmes. 
In 2 vols., i8mo, exquisitely printed, and chastely bound in limp 
doth, gilt tops, lor. (>d. 

How I Crossed Africa : from the Atlantic to the Indian Ocean ^ 
Through Unknown Countries ; Discovery of the Great Zambesi 
Affluents, &c.— Vol. I., The King's Rifle. Vol. II., The Coillard 
Family. By Major Serpa Pinto. With 24 full-page and 1 18 half- 
page and smaller Illustrations, 13 small Mi^pi^ and . i large one. 
2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 42^. 

How to Live Long. See Hall. 

How to get Strong and how to Stay so. By William Blaikie. 

A Manual of Rational, Physical, Gymnastic, and other Exercises. 
With Illustrations, small post 8vo, Ss. 

Hugo ( Victor) ^^Ninety-Three.'* Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Toilers of the Sea, Crown 8vo. Illustrated, 6s, ; fancy 

boards, 2j. ; cloth, zs, 6d, ; On large paper with all the original 

Illustrations, lar. 6d. 

and his Times. Translated from the French of A, 



Barbou by Ellen E. Frewer. 120 Illustrations, many of them 
from designs by Victor Hugo himself. Super-royal 8vo, cloth extra, 
24J; 

See " flistory of ^ Crime," " Victor Hugo and Ws 



Times," 
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Hundred Greatest Men (The). 8 portfolios, 2ix. each, or 4 

vols., half morocco, gilt edges, 12 guineas, containing 15 to 20 

Portraits each. See below. 

*' Messrs. Sampson Low & Co. are about to issue an important ' International' 
work, entitled, 'THE HUNDRED GREATEST MEN:^ being the Lives and 
Portraits of the loo Greatest Men of Histoiy, divided into Eight Classes, eadx Class 
to form a Monthljr Quarto Volume. The Introductions to the volumes are to be 
written by recognized authorities on the different subjects, the English contributons 
, being DsAK Stanlry, Mr. Matthew Arnold, Mr. Froude, and Professor Max 
MOllrr: in Germany, Professor Hblmholtz: in France, MM. Tainb and 
Rbnan ; and in America, Mr. Emerson. The Portraits are to be Reproductions 
from fine and rare Steel Engravings."— ^^a^my. 

Hygiene and Public Health (A Treatise on). Edited by A. H. 
Buck, M.D. Illustrated by numerous Wood Engravings. In 2 
royal 8vo vols., cloth, one guinea each. 

Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. Sde 

BlCKERSTETII. 

JLLUSTRA TED Text-Books of Art-Education. Edited by 

■^ Edward J. Poynter, R. A. Each Volume contains numerous Illus- 
trations, and is strongly bound for the use of Students, price 5^. The 
Volumes now ready are : — 

PAINTING. 



German, Flemish., and Dutcli. 
French and Spanish. 
English and American. 



Classic and Italian. By Percy 
R. Head. With 50 Illustrations, 

ARCHITECTURE. 

Classic and Early Christian. 

Gothic and Benaissance. By T. Roger Smith. With 50 Illustra- 
tions, 5.r. 

sculpture. 
Antique : Egrsrptian and Greek. I Benaissance and lEodem. 

Italian Sculptors of the 14 th and 15th Centuries. 

ornament. 
Decoration in Colour. | Architectural Ornament. 

Illustrations of China and its ' People, By J. Thompson, 

F.R.G.S. Four Volumes, imperial 4to, each 3/. 3 J. 

Illustrated Dictionary {An) of Words used in Art and 
Archaeology. Explaining Terms frequently used in Works on 
Architecture, Arms, Bronzes, Christian Art, Colour, Costume, Deco- 
ration, Devices, Emblems, Heraldry, Lace, Personal Ornaments, 
Pottery, Painting, Sculpture, &c., with their Derivations. By J. W. 
MoLLETT, B.A., Officier de I'Instruction Publique (France) J Author 
of * * Life of Rembrandt," &c. II lustrated with 600 Wood Engravings. 
Small 4to, strongly bound in cloth, I2x. 6d, 

» • • 

In my Indian Garden. By Phil Robinson, Author of " Under 

the P unkah. " With a Preface by Ed wi N A RNOLD, M . A. , C. S. I. , &C. 
Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 3^. 6d. 
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Involuntary Voyage (Au), Showing how a Frenchman who 

abhorred the Sea was most unwillingly and by a series of accidents 
driven round the World. Numerous Illustrations. Square crown 
8vo, cloth extra, yj. 6cf. ; plainer binding, plain edges, $s. 

Irving ( Washington). Complete Library Edition of his Works 
in 27 Vols., Copjrright, Unabridged, and with the Author's Latest 
Kevisions, called the "XJeoffrey Crayon" Edition, handsomely printed 
in large square 8vo, on superfine laid paper, and each volume, of 
about 500 pages, will be fully Illustrated. \2s, td, per voL See also 
•* Little Britain." 

^ACKandyUL By Miss Alcott, Small post 8vo, cloth, 

^ gilt edges, 5j. With numerous Illustrations. 

John Holdsworth^ Chief Mate, By W. Clarke Russell, 

Author of "Wreck ot the Grosvenor." Crown Svo, dr. 

J^INGSTON [W. H, G.). See " Snow-Shoes/' '' Child of 

-**■ the Cavern," "Two Supercargoes," "With Axe and Rifle," 
"Begum's Fortune," " Heir of Kilfinnan," " Dick Cheveley." Each 
vol., with very numerous Illustrations, square crown i6mo, gilt edges, 
7j. 6^.'; plainer binding, plain edges, 5^« 



T ADY Silverdal^s Sweetheart, 6^. See Black. 

Lectures on Architecture, By E. Viollet-le-Duc. Translated 
by Benjamin Bucknall, Architect. With 33 Steel Plates and 2cx> 
Wood Engravings. Super-royal Svo, leather back, gilt top, with 
complete Index, 2 vols., 3/. 3J. 

Lenten Meditations, In Two Series, each complete in itself. 
By the Rev. Claude Bosanquet, Author of •* Blossoms from the 
King's Garden." i6mo, cloth. First Series, u. dd, ; Second Series, 2J. 

Library of Religious Poetry, A Collection of the Best Poems 

of all Ages and Tongues. With Biographical and Literary Notes. 
Edited by Philip Schaff, D.D., LL.D., and Arthur Oilman, 
M. A. Royal Svo, pp. 1036, cloth extra, gilt edges, 21s. 

Lindsay {W. S,) History of Merchant Shipping and Ancient 
Commerce. Over 150 Illustrations, Maps, and Charts. In 4 vols., 
demy Svo, cloth extra. Vols, i and 2, 2ij. ; vols. 3 and 4, 24r. each. 

Little Britain ; together with The Spectre Bridegroom^ and A 
Legend of Sleepy Hollow. By Washington Irving. An entirely 
New Edition de Itixe, specially suitable for Presentation. Illustrated 
by 120 very fine Engravings on Wood, by Mr. J. D. Cooper. 
Designed by Mr. Charles O. Murray, Square crown Svo, cloth 
extra, gilt edges, lOr. 6d. 



t6 Sampson Low, Marstoti, 6* C<?.V 

Low^s Select Novelets. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 3^. 6//. 
each. 

Friends: a Duet. By E. S. Phelps, Author of **The Gates 
Ajar." 
" * Friends ' is a graceful story ... it loses nothing in the telling."— ^/A^«««»r. 

Baby Rue : Her Adventures and misadventures, her Friends 
and her Enemies. By Charles M. Clay. 

The Story of Helen Troy, 
" A pleasant book."— T^rw/A. 

The Clients of Br. Bemagrius. From the French of Lucien 

BiART, by Mrs. Cashel Hgey. 
The Undiscovered Country. By W. D. Howells. 
A Gentleman of Ijeisure. By Edgar Fawcett. 

*' An amazingly clever book." — Boston Transcript. 

Lozv^s Standard Library of Travel and Adventure, Crown 8vo, 
bound uniformly in cloth extra, price 7j. 6^. 

1. The Great lione Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

2. The Wild North Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

3. How I found liivinsrstone. By H. M. Stanley. 

4. The Threshold of the Unknown Region. By C. R. Mark- 

HAM. (4th Edition, with Additional Chapters, lox. 6^.) 

5. A Whaling: Cruise to Baffin's Bay and the Gulf of Boothia. 

By A. H. Markham. 

6. Campaigning: on the Ozus. By J. A. MacGahan. 

7. Akim-foo: the History of a Failure. By Major W. F. 

Butler, C.B. 

8. Ocean to Ocean. By the Rev. George M. Grant. With 

Illustrations. 

9. Cruise of the Challeng:er. By W. J. J. Spry, R.N. 

la Schweinforth's Heart of Africa. 2 vols., 15J. 

II. Throug:h the Dark Continent. By H. M. Stanley. I vol., 
12X. 6^. 

Loii^s Standard Novels, Crown 8vo, 6^. each, cloth extra. 

My Lady Greensleeves. By Helen Mathers, Authoress of 
*' Comin' through the Rye," " Cherry Ripe," &c 

Three Feathers. By William Black. 

A Daughter of Heth. 13th Edition. By W. BLACK. With 
Frontispiece by F. Walker, A.R.A. 

Kilmeny. A Novel. By W. Black. 

In Silk Attire. By W. Black. 

Lady Bilverdale's Sweetheart. By W. Black. 

Sunrise. By W. BLACK. 

The Trumpet Major. By Thomas Hardy. 

An English Squire. By Miss Coleridge. 
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Low^s Standard Novels {continued) :-r 

THary Uarston. By George Macdonald. 

Guild Court. By George Macdonald. 

The Vicar's Daughter. By George Macdonald. 

Out of Court. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 

History of a Crime: The Story of the Coup d*6tat. By Victor 

Hugo. 
Alice Lorraine. By R. D. Blackmore. 
Lorna Doone. By R. D. Blackmore. i8th Edition. 
Cradock Nowell. By R. D. Blackmore. 
Clara Vauerhan. By R. D. Blackmore. 
Crlpps the Carrier. By R. D. Blackmore. 
Brema ; or, My Father's Sin. By R. D. Blackmore. 
2Iary Anerley. By R. D. Blackmore. 
Innocent. By Mrs. Olipiiant. Eight Illustrations. 

Work. A Story of ExperieiKje. By Louisa M. Alcott. Illustra- 
tions. iS><? a/so Rose Library. 

The Aferhan Knife. By R. A. Sterndale, Author of "Sconce." 

A French Heiress In her own Chateau. By the Author of 
** One Only," ** Constantia," &c. Six Illustrations. 

Ninety-Three. By Victor Hugo. Numerous Illustrations. 

My Wife and I. By Mrs. Beecher Stowe. 

Wreok of the Orosvenor. By W. Clark Russell. 

John Holdsworth (Chief Mate). By W. Clark Russell. 

A Sailor's Sweetheart. By W. Clark Russell. 

FUnor Dryden. By Mrs. Macquoid. 

Diane. By Mrs. Macquoid. 

Poeranuc People, Their Loves and Lives. By Mrs. Belcher 
Stowe. 

A Golden Sorrow. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 

A Story of the Drafironnades ; or, Asylum Ohristl. By the 
Rev. E. GiLLiAT, M.A. 

LoTi/s Handbook to the Charities of London. Edited and 

revised to date by C. Mackeson, F.S.S., Editor of " A Guide to the 
Churches of London and its Suburbs," &c. Paper, ij. $ cloth, u. da. 



Ti/TACGREGOR {John) ''Rob Roy'' on the Baltic. 3rd 

^'^ Edition, small post 8vo, 25. 6d. ; cloth, gilt edges, y, 6d, 

A Thousand Miles in the'* Rob Roy'' Canoe, nth 



Edition, small post Svo, 2s, 6d, ; cloth, gilt edges, 3j. 6d* 
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Macgregor {John) Description of the " Roh Roy^ Canoe, with 
Plans, &c, \s, 

— — The Voyage Alone in the Yawl ^^ Rob Roy,^' New 
Edition, thoroughly revised, with additions, small post 8vo, 51. ; 
boards, 2s. 6d, 

Macquoid {Mrs.) Elinor Dry den. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6x. 

Diane. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Magazine. See Harper, Union Jack, The Etcher, Men 
OF Mark. 

Magyarland. A Narrative of Travels through the Snowy Cat- 
pathians, and Great Alfold of the Magyar. By a Fellow of the Car- 
pathian Society (Diploma of 1881), and Author of" The Indian Alps." 
2 vols., 8vo, cloth extra, with about 120 Woodcuts from the Author's 
own sketches and drawings, 42^. 

Manitoba : its History, Growth, and Present Position. By the 
Rev. Professor Bryce, Principal of Manitoba College, Winnipeg. 
Crown 8vo, with Illustrations and Maps, *js. 6d. 

Markham {C. R.) The Threshold of the Uhkno7vn Region, 
Crown 8vo, with Four Maps, 4th Edition. Cloth extra, loj. Sd. 

Maury {Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea, and its 
Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and Enlargement of his former 
Work, with Charts and Diagrams. New Edition, crown 8vo, 6s. 

Memoirs of Count Miot de Melito, Minister, Ambassadcr^ 
Councillor of State, and Member of the Institute of France, between 
the years 1788 and 1815. Edited by General Fleischmann. From 
the French by Mrs. Cashel Hoey and Mr. John Lili.ie. 2 vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth extra, 36/. 

Memoirs of Madame de Remusat, 1802 — 1808. By her Grand- 
son, M. Paul de Remusat, Senator. Translated by Mrs. Cashei. 
Hoey and Mr. John Lillie. 4th Edition, cloth extra. This 
work was written by Madame de Remusat during' the time she 
was living on the most intimate, terms with the Empress Josephine, 
and is full of revelations respecting the private life of Bonaparte, and 
of men and politics of the first years of the century. Revelations 
which have already created a great sensation in Paris. 8vo, 2 vols., 32*. 

■' — &<f.i7/f^ "Selection."' 

Menus (366, one for each day of the year). Translated from the 
French of Count Brisse, by Mrs. Matthew Clarke. Crown 
8vo, lOf. 6d. 

Men of Mark: a Gallery of Contemporary Portraits of the most 
Eminent Men of the Day taken from Life, especially for this publica- 
tion, price Is. 6d. monthly. Vols. I. to VI.| handsomely bound, 
cloth, gilt edges, 2$s. each. 



List of Fublicatums. 1 9 



Mendelssohn Family (T^e), 1729— 1847. From Letters and 
Journals. Translated from the German of Sebastian Hbnsel. 
2 vols., demy 8vo, 3cxr. 

Michael Strogoff. los. 6d. and 5^. See Verne. 

Mil/ord (Miss). See " Our Village." 

Music, See " Great Musicians." 

My Lady Greenslecves. By Helen Mathers, Authoress of 

**Comin' through the Rye," "Cherry Ripe," &c. I vol edition, 
crown 8vo, cloth, dr. 

Mysterious Island, By Jules Verne. 3 vols., imperial i6mo. 

150 Illustrations, cloth gilt, y, 6d, each ; elaborately lx)und, gilt 
edges, ^s. 6d, each. Cheap Edition, with some of the Illustrations, 
cloth, gilt, 2s, ; paper, is, each. 

fsJARRATIVES of State Trials in the Nineteenth Century, 
•^ ^ First Period : From the Union with Ireland to the Death of 
George I V. , 1 80 1 — 1 830. By G. Lathom B rown e, of the Middle Tempi e, 
Barrister-at-Law. 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 24J. 

Nature and Functions of Art {The) ; and more especially of 
Architecture. By Leopold Eidlitz. Medium 8vo, cloth, 2rtr. 

Naval Brigade in South Africa (The). By Henry F. Nor- 
BURY, C.B., R.N. Crown 8vo, cloih extra, ioj. 6^. 

New Chilis Play (A), Sixteen Drawings by.E. V. B. Beauti- 
fully printed in colours, 4to, cloth extra, J2s. 6d, 

New Guinea : What I did and what I saw. By L. M. 
D*Albertis, Officer of the Order of the Crown of Italy, Honorary 
Member and Gold Medallist of the LR.GS., C.M.Z.S.. &c., &c 
In 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Maps, Coloured Plates, and 
numerous very fine Woodcut Illustrations, 42J. 

New Ireland. By A. M. Sullivan, M.P. for Louth. 2 vols., 
demy 8vo, 3af. Cheaper Edition, i vol., crown 8vo, 8j. 6d. 

New Novels, Crown 8vo, cloth, 10s. 6d, per vol. : — 

Christowell : a Dartmoor Tale. By R. D. Blackmore. 3 vols. 

The Braes of Tarrow. By Chas. Gibbon. 3 vols. 

A I^aodicean. By Thomas Hardy, Author of "Far from the 

Madding Crowd,'* "Trumpet Major," &c., &c. 3 vols. 
Waiting:. By Miss A. M. Hopkinson. 3 vols. 
Don John. By Miss Jean Ingelow. 3 vols. 
Warlock of Warlook. By George MacDonald. 3 vols. 
Riveriide Papers. By J. D. Hoppus. 2 vols., small post 8yo, 12s, 
Cooily'a Debt. By Mrs. A. B. Church. 3 vols. ,.•; . ; .,. 

Nice and Her Neighbours, By the Rev. Canon Hole, Author 

of " A Book about Roses," " A Little Tour in Ireland/* &c. SmaU 
4to, with numerous choice Illustrations, 12s, 6cf, 
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NoaKs Ark. A Contribution to the Study of UnnaturalHistory. 
By Phil Robinson, Author of "In my Indian Garden," "Under 
the Punkah," &c., &c. z vols. Small post 8vo, 12^. 6^. 

Noble Words and Noble Deeds. From the French of E. Muller. 
Containing many Full-page Illustrations by Philippoteaux. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, 7^. 6d, ; plainer binding, plain edges, fx. 

Nordenskidld*s Voyage around Asia and Europe, A Popular 
Account of the North-East Passage of the "Vega." By Lieut. A. 
HovGAARD, of the Royal Danish Navy, and member of the " Vega" 
Expedition. Demy 8vo, cloth, with about 50 Illustrations and 
3 Maps, 2\s, 

North American Review {77ie\ Monthly, price 2s. 6d. 

Nothing to Wear ; and Two Millions, By W. A. Butler. 
New Edition, Small post 8vo, in stiff coloured wrapper, i j. 

Nursery Playmates {Prince of ), 217 Coloured Pictures for 
Children by eminent Artists.. Folio, in coloured boards, 6j. 

r)FF to the Wilds : A Story for Boys. By G. Manville 
^^ Fenn. Most richly and profusely Illustrated. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7^. 6it. 

Old-Fashioned Girl. See Alcott. 

On Horseback through Asia Minor. By Capt. Fred Burnaby, 

Royal Horse Guards, Author of "A Ride to Khiva." 2 vols., 
8vo, wilh three Maps and Portrait of Author, 6th Edition, 381. ; 
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, loj. 6^. 

Our Little Ones in Heaven. Edited by the Rev. H. Robbins. 
With Frontispiece after Sir Joshua Reynolds. Fcap., cloth extra. 
New Edition — the 3rd, with Illustrations, 5j. 

Our Village, By Mary Russell Mitford. Illustrated with 

Frontispiece Steel Engraving, and 12 full-page and 157 smaller Cuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth, gilt edges, 2\s.\ cheaper binding, loj. td. 

Our Woodland Trees. By F. G. Heath. Large post 8vo, 

cloth, gilt edges, uniform with "Fern World " and ** Fern Paradise,'* 
by the same Author. 8 Coloured Plates (showing leaves of every 
Lritish Tree) and 20 Woodcuts, cloth, gilt edges, \2s. (xL Third 
Edition. About 600 pages. 

Outlines of Ornament in all Styles. A Work of Reference for 

the Architect, Art Manufacturer, Decorative Artist, and Practical 
Painter. By W. and G. A. Audsley, Fellows of the Royal Institute 
of British Architects. Only a limited number have been printed and 
the stones destioyed. Small folio, 60 pl^t^s, with introdugtory text, 
cloth gilt, 311. 6^, 
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pAINTERS of All Schools. By Louis Viardot, and other 

•^ Writers. 500 pp., super-royal 8vo, 20 Full-page and 70 smaller 
Engravings, cloth extra, 25^-. A New Edition is issued in Half- 
crown parts, with fifty additional portraits, cloth, gilt edges, 31J. 6d. 

Painting {A Short History of the British School of). By 
Geo. H. Shepherd. Post 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d, 

Palliser {Mrs,) A History of Lace^ from the Earliest Period. 
A New and Revised Edition, with additional cuts and text, upwards 
of 100 Illustrations and coloured Designs, i vol., 8vo, i/. \s. 



Historic Devices^ Badges^ and War Cries. 8vo, i/. \s. 

— — — TJie China Collectot^s Pocket Companion. With- up- 
wards of 1000 Illustrations of Marks and Monograms. 2nd Edition, 
with Additions. Small post 8vo, limp cloth, 5^. 

Parliammtary History of the Irish Land Question {The). From 
1829 to 1869, and the Origin and Results of the Ulster Custom. By 
R. Barry O'Brien, Barrister-at-Law, Author of "The Irish Land 
Question and English Public Opinion." 3rd Edition, corrected and 
revised, with additional matter. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Pathways of Palestine : a Descriptive Tour through the Holy 
Land. By the Rev. Canon Tristram. Illustrated with 44 per- 
manent Photographs. (The Photographs are large, and most perfect 
Specimens of the Art.) Published in 22 Monthly Parts, 4to, in 
Wrapper, 2s. 6d. each. Vol. I., containing 12 parts, 24 Illustrations, 
cloth, gilt edges, 31J. 6d. 

Peasant Life in the West of England. By Francis George 

Heath, Author of "Sylvan Spring," "The Fern World." Crown 
8vo, 400 pp. (with Autograph Letter of seven pages from Lord 
Beaconsfield to the Author, written December 28, 18&), los. 6d. 

Petites Leqons de Conversation et de Grammaire: Oral and 
Conversational Method ; being Lessons introducing the most Useful 
Topics of Conversation, upon an entirely new principle, &c. By 
F. JULIEN, French Master at King Edward the Sixth's School, 
Birmingham. Author of "The Student's French Examiner," ** First 
Steps in Conversational French Grammar," which see. 

Photography {History and Handbook of). See Tissandier. 

Physical Treatise on Electricity and Magnetism. By J. E. H. 
Gordon, B.A. With about 200 coloured, full-page, and other 
Illustrations. In respect to the number and beauty of the Illustrations, 
the work is quite unique. 2 vols., 8vo, 36J. 

Poems of the Inner Life. A New Edition, Revised, with many 
additional Poems. Small post 8vo, ploth, 5J, 
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Poganuc People: their Loves and Lives, By Mrs. Beecher 
Stowe. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. 

Polar Expeditions. See Koldewey, Markham, MacGahatt, 
Nares, and Nokdenskiold. 

Poynter (Edward J., R.A). See " Illustrated Text-books." 

Publisher^ Circular {T7ie\ and General Record of British and 
Foreign Literature. Published on the ist and 15th oi every Month, 5^ 

Pyrenees {Tlie). By Henry Blackburn. With 100 Illustra- 
tions by GusTAVE Dor£, a New Map of Routes, and Information for 
Travellers, corrected to 1S81. With a description of Lourdes in 1880. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s, td. 



DAMP A UD (Alfred), History of Russia, from its Origin 
•* *• to the Year 1877. With Six Maps. Translated by Mrs. L.. B. 
Lane. 2 vols., demy 8vo, cjoth extra, 38J. 

Recollections of Writers, By Charles and Mary Cowden 
Clarke. Authors of "The Concordance to Shakespeare," &c. ; 
with Letters of Charles Lamb, Leigh Hunt, Douglas Jerrold, 
an4 Charles Dickens ; and a Preface by Mary Cowden Clarke. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, los, 6d. 

Remusat {Madame de). See " Memoirs of," " Selectioa" 

Richter {Jean Paul), The Literary Works of Leonardo da 
Vinci. Containing his Writings on Painting, Sculpture, and Archi- 
tecture, his Philosophical Maxims, Humorous Writings, and Miscel- 
laneous Notes on Personal Events, on his Contemporaries, on Litera- 
ture, &c. ; for the first time published from Autograph Manuscripts. 
By J. P. Richter, Ph. Dr., Hon. Member of the Royal and Imperial 
Academy of Rome, &c. 2 vols., imperial 8vo, containing about 200 
Drawings in Autotype Reproductions, and numerous other Illustrations. 
Price Eight Guineas to Subscribers. After publication the price .will 
be Ten Guineas. 

Robinson {Phil), See " In my Indian Garden," " Under the 

Punkali," ** Noah's Ark." 

Rochefoucauld's Reflections, Bayard Series^ 2s, 6d, 

Rogers {S,) Pleasures of Memory, See " Choice Editions of 
Choice Books." zs, 6d. 

Rose in Bloom. See Alcott. 



List of Publications, 23 



Rose Library {T7ie), Popular Literature of all Countries. Each 
volume, is, ; cloth, 2j. td. Many of the Volumes are Illustrated— 

1. Sea-Gnll Bock. By Jules Sandeau. Illustrated. 

2. liittle Women. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

3. Little Women Wedded. Forming a Sequel to "Little Women." 

4. The House on Wheels. By Madame de Stolz. Illustrated. 

5. liittle Men. By Louisa M. Alcott. Dble. vol., 2j. ; cloth, 3^. 6r/. 

6. The Old-Fashloned Girl. By Louisa M. Alcott. Double 

vol., 2j. ; cloth, 3J. 6d, 

7. The Mistress of the Manse. By J. G. Holland. 

8. Timothy Titcomb's Letters to Toungr People, Single and 

Married. 

9. TJndine, and the Two Captains. By Baron De La Motte 

FouQUfi. A New Translation by F. E. Bunnett. Illustrated. 

10. Draxy Miller's Dowry, and the Elder's Wife. By Saxe 

Holm. 

11. The Four Gold Pieces. By Madame GouRAUD. Numerous 

Illustrations. 

12. Work. A Story of Experience. First Portion. By Louisa M. 

Alcott. 

13. Begrinningr Agrain. Being a Continuation of "Work." By 

Louisa M. Alcott. 

14. Piociola; or, the Prison Flower. By X. B. Saintine. 

Numerous graphic Illustrations. 

15. Bobert's Holidays. Illustrated. 

16. The Two Children of St. Dominfiro. Numerous Illustrations. 

17. Aunt Jo's Scrap Bag:. 

18. Stowe (Mrs. H, B.) The Pearl of Orr's Island. 
19. The Minister's Wooing:. 

20. Betty's Brigrht Idea. 

21. ■ The Ghost in the Mill. 
2^, — ^— Captain Kidd's Money. 

23. We and our Neigrhbours. Double vol., 2j. 

24. My Wife and I. Double vol., 2s. ; cloth, gilt, 3^. Od, 

25. Hans Brinker ; or, the Silver Skates. 

26. Lowell's My Study Window. 

27. Holmes (O. W.) The Guardian Anpel. 

28. Warner (C. D.) My Summer in a Garden. 

29. Hitherto. By the Author of " The Gayworthys." 2 vols. , is. each. 
3a Helen's Babies. By their Latest Victim. 

31. The Barton Experiment. By the Author of " Helen's Babies." 

32. Bred. By Mrs. Beecher Stowe. Double vol., 2j. ; cloth 

gilt, 3f. 6d, 

33. Warner (C. D.) In the Wilderness. 

34. Six to One. A Seaside Story. 

35. Nothingr to Wear, and Two Millions. 

36. Farm Ballads. By Will Carleton. 

37. Parm Festivals. By Will Carleto.v. 

38. Farm Legrends. By Will Carleton. 
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Round the Yule Log: Norwegian Folk and Fairy Tales. 
Translated from the Norwegian of P. Chr. Asbjornsen. "With lOO 
Illustrations. Imperial i6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, *js. 6d. 

Russell ( W. Clarke), See " A Sailor's Sweetheart," 3 vols., 
3IJ. 6d. ; "Wreck of the Grosvenor," 6s, ; **John Holdsworth (Chief 
Mate),*' 6s, 

Russell (W, H., LL,D\ Hesperothen: Notes from the Western 
World. A Record of a .Ramble through part of the United States, 
Canada, and the Far West, in the Spring and Summer of 1881. By 
W. H. Russell, LL.D. 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 24J. 

The Tour of the Prince of Wales, in India, By 

W. H. Russell, LL.D. Fully Illustrated by Sydney P. Hali, 
M.A. Super- royal 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 52J, 6d.\ Large 
Paper Edition, 84^. 

QAINTS and their Symbols: A Companion in the Churches 
•^ and Picture Galleries of Europe.' With Illustrations. Royal i6mo, 
cloth extraj 3^. 6d, 

Science Ladders. Fcap. 8vo, stiff covers, 6d, each. 

Series I. 

No. I. Forms of Land and Water. With 15 Illustrations. 
„ II. The Story of Early Exploration. 

Series II. 

„ I. Vegretable Life. With 35 Illustrations. 
y, II. Flowerless Plants. 

Series III. 

„ I. Lowest Forms of Water Animals. With 22 Illustrations. 
„ II. Lowly Mantle and Armour- Wearers. 

Schuyler {Eugene), The .Life of Peter the Great, By EugIine 
Schuyler, Author of "Turkestan." 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra. 

Selection from the Letters of Madame de Reimisat to her Husband 

and Son, from 1804 to 1813. From the French, by Mrs. Cashel 
Hop:y and Mr. John Lillie. In i vol., demy 8vo (uuiform with 
the "Memoirs of Madame de R^musat," 2 vols.), cloth extra, i6j'. 

Seonee : Sporting in the Satpura Range of Central India, and in 
the Valley of the Nerbudda. By R. A. Sterndale, F.R.G.S. 8vo, 
with numerous Illustrations, 21^. 

Seven Years in South Africa : Travels, Researches, and Hunting 
Adventures between the Diamond-Fields and the Zambesi (1872 — 
1879). 15y Dr. Emil Holub. With over 100 Original Illustrations 
and 4 Maps. In 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 42^. 
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Serpent Charmer (The) : a Tale of the Indian Mutiny. From 
the French of Louis Rousselet. Numerous Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7j. 6</. ; plainer binding, 5J. 

Shadbolt (S,) The Afghan Campaigns of 1878—1880. By 
Sydney Shadbolt, Joint Author of **The South African Campaign 
of 1879." Dedicated by permission to Major-General Sir Frederick 
Roberts, G.C.B., V.C, &c. 2 vols., royal quarto, cloth extra ; to sub- 
scribers before publication, 2/. los, ; to non-subscribers, 3/. 

Scooting: its Appliances^ Practice, and Purpose, By James 
Dalziel Dougall, F.S.A., F.Z.A., Author of "Scottish Field 
Sports," &c. New Edition, jevised* with additions. Crown 8vo, 
cloih extra, 7J'. M. 

"Th» book is admirable in every way. .... We wish it every success.*' — Gl(^e, 
*'A very complete treatise. .... Likely to take high raak as an authority on 
shooiing."— Oai/y Nftvs* 

Sikes ( Wirty Rambles and Studies in Old South Wales. With 

numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, i8j. Ey Wirt 
SlKES, Author of ** British Goblins," which see. 

Silent Hour ( The). See " Gentle Life Series." 

Silver Sockets {The) ; and other Shadows of Redemption. 
Eighteen Sermons preached in Christ Church, Hampstead, by the 
Rev. C. H. Waller. Small post 8vo, cloth, dr. 

Smith (G.) Assyrian Explorations and Discoveries. By the late 
George Smith. Illustrated by Photographs and Woodcuts. Demy 
8vo, 6th Edition, i8j. 

Tlie Chaldean Account of Genesis. By the late 



G. Smith, of the Department of Oriental Antiquities, British Museum^ 
"With many Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 6th Edition, i6x. 
An entirely New Edition, completely revised and re-written by the 
Rev. Professor Sayce, Queen's College, Oxford. Demy 8vo, i&f. 

Snoiv-Shoes and Canoes ; or, the Adventures of a Fur-Hunter 
in the Hudson's Bay Territory. By W. H. G. Kingston, and 
Edition. With numerous Illustrations. Square crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt edges, ^5. 6/. ; plainer binding, 5j. 

South African Campaign, 1879 {Thi). Compiled by J. P. 
MACKINNON (formerly 72nd Highlanders), and S. H. Shadbolt; 
and dedicated, by permission, to Field-Marshal H. R.H. The Duke 
of Cambridge. 410, handsomely bound in cloth extra, 2/. loj. 

Stanley {H. M.) How I Found Livingstone. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, is. ^d. ; large Paper Edition, loj. dd. 
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Stanley (JI, M.) ^^MyKalulu^' Prince^ Kingy and Slave, A Story 
from Central Africa. Crown 8vo, about 430 pp., with numerous graphic 
Illustrations, after Original Designs by the Author. Cloth, Jr. €d. 

• Coomassie and Magdala. A Story of Two British 

Campaigns in Africa. Demy 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, i6j. 

— — Tlirough the Dark Continent ^ which see. 



Story without an End. From the German of Corovd, by the late 

Mrs. Sarah T. Austin. Crown 410, with 15 Exquisite Drawings 
by E. V. B., printed in Colours in Fac-simile of the original Water 
Colours ; and numerous other Illustrations. New Edition, yj. 6d, 

square 4to, with Illustrations by Harvey, zs, 6d, 



Stowe (Mrs, Beecher) Dred, Cheap Edition, boards, 2s, Cloth, 
gilt edges, 3J. dd. 

Footsteps of the Master, With Illustrations and red 



borders. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Geography y with 60 Illustrations. Square cloth74J. 6^ 



Little Foxes, Cheap Edition, \s,) Library Edition, 

47. dd, 

Betty's Bright Idea, is. 



Jify Wife and I; or, Harry Henderson's History. 

Small post 8vo, cloth extra, dr.* 

Minister's Wooing. 55 ; Copyright Series, is. 6d.; cl., 2s.* 

Old Town Folk. 6s, ; Cheap Edition, 2s, 6d. 

Old Town Fireside Stories, Cloth extra, ^s. 6d. 

Our Folks at Foganuc, ds. 



We and our Neighbours, i vol., small post 8vo, 6i. 

Sequel to "My Wife and I."* 

Pink and White Tyranny. Small post 8vo, 3X. 6//. 

Cheap Edition, u. 6^. and 2s. 

^ Set also Rose Library. 
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Sto7ve [Mrs. Beecher) Queer Little People, u.; cloth, 25. 

Chimney Comer, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

— — — The Pearl of Orr's Island. Crown 8vo, 5^.* 

Woman in Sacred History. Illustrated with 15 

Chromo-lithographs and about 200 pages of Letterpress. Demy 
4to» cloth extra, gilt edges, 25^. 



Studenfs French Examiner. By F. Julien, Author of " Petites 
Le9ons de Conversation et de Gran^maire." Square cr. 8vo, cloth, 2J. 

Studies in the Theory of Descent By Dr. Aug. Weismann, 
Professor in the University of Freiburg. Translated and edited by 
Raphael Meldola, F.C.S., Secretary of the Entomological Society 
of London. Part I. — ** On the Seasonal Dimorphism of Butterflies," 
containing Original Communications by Mr. W. H. Edwards, of 
Coalburgh. With two Coloured Plates. Price of Part. I. (to Sub- 
scribers for the whole work only), &r 5 Part II. (6 coloured plates), i6j. ; 
Part III., 6j. 

Sunrise: A Story of These Times. By William Black, 
Author of ** A Daughter of Heth," *&c. Crown 8vo, clotli, dr. 

Surgeon^ s Handbook on the Treatment of Wounded in War. By 
Dr. Friedrich Esmarch, Surgeon-General to the Prussian Army. 
Numerous Coloured Plates and Illustrations, 8vo, strongly bound, 
I/. %s. 

Sylvan Spring. By Francis George Heath. Illustrated by 

12 ColourSl Plates, drawn by F. E. Hulme, F.L.S., Artist and 
Author of ** Familiar Wild Flowers;" by 16 full-page, and more than 
ioo other Wood Engravings. Large post Svo, cloth, gilt edges, lis. 6d. 



'T'AINE {H. A.) ^^Les Origines de la France ContemporaineJ^ 
-* Translated by John Durand. 

Vol. I. The Ancient Besrime. Demy Svo, cloth, i6j. 

Vol. 2. The French Bevolntion. Vol. i . do. 

Vol. 3. Do. do. Vol. 2. do. 

Tauchnit£s English Editions of German Authors. Each 
volume, cloth flexibk, 2j. ; or sewed, \s. dd. (Catalogues post free 
on application. ) 



(-^.) German and English Dictionary. Cloth, ix. 6^.; 



roan, 2x, 

* Stt oho Rom Library. 
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Tauchmtz*s French and English Dictionary. Paper, ix. 6//. j 
cloth, 2S.I roan, 2s, 6d. 

Italian and English Dictionary, Paper, is, 6d.; cloth. 



2s, ; roan, 2s, 6d, 



^— — Spanish and English, Paper, \s, 6d, ; cloth, 2S, ; roan, 
2s, 6d, 

Through America ; or^ Nine Months in the United States. By 
W. G. Marshall, M.A. With nearly lOO Woodcuts of Views of 
Utah country and the famous Yosemite Valley; The Giant Trees, 
New York, Niagara, San Francisco, &c.; containing a full account 
of Mormon Life, as noted by the Author during his visits to Salt Lake 
City in 1878 and 1879. Demy'Svo, 2ij. ; cheap edition, crown 8vo, 
^s, dd. 

Through the Dark Continent: The Sources of the Nile; Around 
the Great Lakes, and down the Congo. By H. M. Stanley. 
Cheap Edition, crown 8vo, with some of the Illustrations and Maps, 
I2s, 6d, 

Through Siberia. By the Rev. Henry Lansdell. Illustrated 

with about 30 Engravings, 2 Route Maps, and Photograph of the 
Author, in Fish-skin Costume of the Gilyaks on the Lower Amur. 
2 vols., demy 8vo, 3ar. 

Tour of the Prince of Wales in India, See Russell, 

Trecs and Ferns, By F. G. Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 

edges, with numerous Illustrations, 3f. 6d, 
*' A charming little volume." — Land and Water, 

Tristram {Rev, Canon) Pathways of Palestine : A Descriptive 
Tour through the Holy Land. First Series. Illustrated by 22 Per- 
manent Photographs. Folio, cloth extra, gilt edges, 31J. dd, 

Tiuo Friends, By Lucien Biart, Author of " Adventures of 

a Young Naturalist," " My Rambles in the New World," &c Small 
post 8vo, numerous Illustrations, gilt edges, 7^. (id, ; plainer binding, 5J. 

Ttvo Supercargoes (The) ; or, Adventures in Savage Africa. 
By W. H. G. Kingston. Numerous Full-page Illustrations. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7^. 6^. ; plainer binding, 5^. 



TJNDER the Punkah. By Phil Robinson, Author of "In 

^ my Indian Garden." Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 3j. 6</. 
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Union Jack {The). Every Boy's Paper. Edited by G. A. 
Henty. One Penny Weekly, Monthly (id. Vol. III. commences 
with the Part for November, 1881, and contains the first Chapters 
of Three Serial Stories by G. Manville FeNN, Louis Rousselkt, 
and W. H. G. Kingston, from'the French of "Landelle." Illustrated 
by the Best Artists. With the first Part is presented a Photograph of 
Jules Verne, and a Coloured Plate, "Rounding the Lightship,'* a 
Yachting Incident ; and this Volume will also contain New Stories by 
Col. Butler, Author of ** The Great Lone Land,*' Jules Verne, an 
Historical Story by the Editor, &c., &c. Volume II. for 1881, beauti- 
fully bound in red cloth (royal 4to), 7j. 6^., gilt edges, 8j. Beautifully 
Illustrated with over 400 Illustrations, including 52 full-page Engra- 
vings, 8 Steel ditto, 7 Coloured Plates, and Photograph of the Editor. 

The Contents comprise : 
The Comet of Horse : a Tale of Marlborough's Wars. By the 

Editor. 
The Tounfir Franc-Tireore : a Tale of the Franco-German War. 

By the Editor. 
The Ensign and Iflddy : a Tclo 01 the Malay Peninsula. By G. 

Manville Fenn. 
The Steam House : The Demon of Cawnpore. A Tale of India. 

By Jules Verne. 
Bawdon School: a Tale of Schoolboy Life. By Bernard 

Heldmann. 
Dorrincourt : a Story of a Term there. By Bernard Heldmann. 
Peyton Phelps ; or, Adventures among the Italian Carbonari, By 

G. Stebbing. 
Qerald Battlin : a Tale of Sea Life. By Geo. Elford. 
A Figrht in Freedom's Cause. 
An Eventful Bide. 
The Ghost of Leytonstone Hanor. 
An Editor's Tarns. 
True Tales of Brave Actions. 

And numerous other Articles of Interest and Instruction. 
A few copies of Volume I., for 1880, still remain, price 6s. 

Vpolu ; or, A Paradise of the Gods ; being a Description of 
the Antiquities of the chief Island of the Samoan Group, with Remarks 
on the Topography, Ethnology, and History of the Polynesian Islands 
In general. By the late Handley Bathurst Sterndale. Edited 
and annotated by his brother. Author of "Seonee," "The Afghan 
Knife," &c. 2 vols., demy 8vo. 

r/ICTOR Hugo and his Times. Trarislated from the French 
^ of A. Barbou by Ellen E. Frewer. 120 Illustrations, many of 

them from designs by Victor Hugo himself. Super-royal 8vo, cloth 

extra. 

Vincent (F.) Norsk, Lapp, and Finn. By Frank Vincent, 

Jan., Author of "The Land of the White Elephant,** "Through 
and Through the Tropics," &c. 8vo, doth, witn Frontispiece and 
Map, I2J. 



BOOKS BY JULES VERNE. 



( Ck>ntaiiiing 360 to 000 pp. 
J and from 60 to 100 
I faU'page illngtrationfl. 



JjAMQM Otowv 8vo , 



W0HK8. 



In very 

handsome 

cloth bind' 

ing, gilt 

edioreft. 



Twenty Thousand Leases 

under the Sea. Part I. 

Ditto l»artll. 

Hector Serradao . • • 

The For Country • . . 

From the Earth to the 
Moon and a Trip round 
it 

Hichael Strogoff, the 
Courier of the Czar . . 

Dick Sands, the Boy 
Captain 

Five Weeks in a Balloon . 

Adventures of Three En- 
glishmen and Three 
Hussians 

Around the World in 
Eighty Days . • • . 

A Floating City • ' . . . 

The Blockade Runners . 

Dr. Ox's Experiment . . 

Master Zacharius . . • 

A Drama in the Air • . 

A Winter amid the Toe . 

The Survivors of the 
«* Chancellor " . . . . 

Martin Fac ..... 

Tnx Mtstkbious Island, 
8 vols. : — 

Vol. I. Dropped from the 
Clouds 

Vol. II. Abandoned . . 

Vol. in. Secret of the Is- 
land 

The Child of the Cavern . 

The Begum's Fortune . • 

The Tribulations of a 
Chinaman 

Ths StsamHou8B»2vo1s.:'^ 

Vol. I. Demon of Cawnpore 

Vol. II. Tigers and Traitors 

Ths GiAifTRArT,2vols.:— 

Vol. I. Eight Hundred 
Lewies on the Amascon. 

Vol. fl. The Cryptogram 
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Containing the whole of the 
text with some illaairations. 



In cloth 
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edges, 
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Coloured Boards. 



2 vols.. Is. each. 

2 vols., Is. each. 
2 vols., Iff. 6ttCh. 

2 vols., Is. each. 

2 vols., 1^. each. 

2 vols.. Is, each. 
Is. 0(2. 

1 

1 

1 
1 

1 

I 

2 vols. Is, each. 
1 
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Cax.aBaA.txD TaA.TXi« aitb TaAvaLLxas. 3 vols. Demy 8vo, 000 pp., upwards of lou 
ftill-page Qlustratlana, 12*. ed, ; gUt edges, 14t. each :~ 

(1) THS ExPIiOBATXOV 0]> THS WOBLB. 

(2) Taa Qumax Navxoatobs ov tkx EiOHTsxirTR CsimrBT. 
(8) Thb Gbsaz Explobsbb or xex Nxitxsxbvth Cxittpbt. 
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yt/AITARUNA: A Story of New Zealand Life. By 
^'^ Alexander Bathgate, Author of "Colonial Experiences." 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 5j. 

Waller {Rev. C. H,) The Names on the Gates of Pearl, 
and other Studies. By the Rev. C. H. Waller, M.A. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 

— — A Grammar and Analytical Vocabulary of the fVords in 
the Greek Testament. Compiled from Briider's Concordance. For 
the use of Divinity Students and Greek Testament Classies. By the 
Rev. C. H. Waller, M.A. Part I. The Grammar. Small post 8vo, 
cloth, 2J. 6d. Part II. The Vocabulary, is. 6d. 

— Adoption and the Covenant. Some Thoughts on 

Confirmation. Super-royal i6mo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

See also " Silver Sockets." 



Wanderings South by East : a Descriptive Record of Four Years 
of Travel in the less known Countries and Islands of the Southern 
and Eastern Hemispheres. By Walter Coote. 8vo, with very 
numerous Illustrations and a Map, zis. 

Warner (C. D.) My Summer in a Garden. Rose Librar}', is. 

Bcuk4og Studies. Boards, is. 6d. ; cloth, 2s. 

' In the Wilderness. Rose Library, is. 

— Mummies and Moslems. 8vo, cloth, 125. 

Weaving. See " History and Principles." 

Where to Find Ferns. By F. G. Heath, Author of " The 

Fern World,** &c.; with a Special Chapter on the Ferns round 
London ; Lists of Fern Stations, and Descriptions of Ferns and Fern 
Habitats throughout the British Isles. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 3^. 

White {Rhoda E.) From Infancy to Womanhood. A Book of 
Instruction for Young Mothers. Crown 8vo, cloth, lor. dd. 

Whitiier (/. 6^.) The King*s Missive^ and later Poems. i8mo, 
choice parchment cover, 3^. 6d, This book contains all the Poems 
written by Mr. Whittier since the publication of ** Hazel Blossoms." 

■ The Whittier Birthday Book. Extracts from the 

Author's writings, with Portrait and numerous Illustrations. Uniform 
with the "Emerson Birthday Book." Square l6mo^ very choice 
binding, y. 6d. 
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